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| To my Dear Friend 
Mr. CON GRE E, 


On his COMEDY, call'd, 
The Double Dealer. 


T TELL then; the promis d Hour is come at laſt: 
The preſent Age of Wit obſcures the Paſt: 

Strong were our Syres ; and as they Fought they Writ, 
Conqwring with Force of Arms, and Dint of Wit : 
Theirs was the Giant Race, before thi Flood; 
And thus, when Charles Returwd our Empire flood. 
Like Janus he the ſtubborn Soil manur'd, 
With Rules of Husbandry the Rankneſs cur'd : 


* Tam'd us to Manners, when the Stage was rude ; 


And boiſtrous Engliſh Wit, with Art indwd. 
Our Age was cultivated thus at length; 
But what we gaiwd in Skill, we loſt in flrength; 
Our Builders were, with Want of Genius curſt 3 
The Second Temple was not like the Firſt : 
Till You, the beſt Vitruvious, come at length; 
Our Beauties equal; but excel our Strength. 
Firm Dorique Pillar} found Your ſolid Baſe : 
The fair Corinthian crowns the higher Space; 
Thus all below is Strength, and all above is Grace. 
In eaſit Dialogue is Fletcher's Praiſe: a 
He movi d the Mind, but had not Pow't to raiſe. 
Great Johnſon did by Strength of Judgment pleaſe. 
Tet doubling Fletcher': Force, he wants his Eaſe. 
In dif ring Talents both adorn'd their Age; 
One For the Srady ; Pother for the Stage: 

A3 | 
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4 To Mr. CON GRE E. 


But both to Congreve juſtly ſhall ſubmit, 
One match'd in Judgment, both o er- matched in Wit. 
In him all Beauties of this Age we ſee; 
Etherege his Courtſhip, Southern's Purity; 
The Satire, Wit, and Strengthof Manly Wicherly, 
Allthis th blooming Youth you have Aitchiev'd 5 
Nor are your foil d Contemporarie; griev'd 3 
Sou much the Sweetneſs of your Manners move, 
We cannot Envy you, becauſe we Love, 
Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he ſaw 
A Beardleſs Conſul made againſt the'Law, 
And jorn his Suffrage to the Votes df Rome; 
Though he with Hannibal was overcome, 
Thus old Romano bow'd to Raphacl's Fame; 
And Scholar to the Youth he taught, became. 

Ohthat your Brows my Laurel had ſuſtain d 
Well had I been depos d, if you had Reign d 
Ihe Father had deſcended for the Son; 
For only You are lineal to the Throne. 
Thus when the State one Edward did depoſe ; 
A greater Edward in his Room aroſe. 
But now, not I, but Poetry is curs'd 3 N 
For Tom the Second reigns like Tom the Firſt. 3 
But let em not miſtate my Patron's Part; : | 
Nor call his Charity their own Deſert, 
Tet this I Propheſie; Thou ſhalt be ſeen, 
(Tho with ſome ſhort Parentheſis between : ) 
High on the Throne uf Wit, and ſeated there, 
Not mine (that's little) but thy Lawrel wear. 
Thy firſt Attempt an early Promiſe made; 
That early Promiſe this has more than paid. 
Sobold, yet ſo judiciouſty you dare, 
That your lzalt praile, is to be Regular, 
Time, Place, and Action, may 9 ains be wrought, 
But Genius muſt be born ; and never can be taught, 
This is your Portion ʒ this your Native Store; f 
Heav'n, that but onte was Prodigal before, (more 
To Shakeſpear gave as much ; ſue :cou'd not give him 

Maintain your Poſt : That's all the Famt jau veed; 
For tis impoſſible you ſſhow'd procetd. 
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To Mr. CONGREVE. 


Already 1am worn with Cares and Age 3 
And juſt abandoning th' Ungrazeful Stage : 
Unprofitably kept at Heav'n's Expence, 
Ive 2 on hi Providenge: 
Bus Tou, ohm 4 ry Muſe and 2 
Whom 1 foreſee to * Fortune born, 

Be kind to my Remains; and oh defend, Us 
Againſt your Judgment, your depayte® Friend 

Let not th inſulting Foe your Fame purſue 3 

But ſhade thoſe Lawrels which deſcend to Tou: 

And take for Tribute what theſe Lines expreſs: 

Tou merit more; nor cowd my Love do leſs. 


John Dryden. 
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PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


OORS have this Way (as Story tells) to know 
M Whether their Brats are truly got, or no ; 


Into the Sea the new-born Babe is thrown, 
There, as Inſtinct direfts, to ſwim, or drown. 
A barbarous Device, to try if Spouſe 

Has kept religiouſly her Nuptial Vows, 


f 
" 
8 


Such are the Tryals, Poets make of Plays: 
Only they truſt to more inconſtant Seas; 
So does our Author, this his Child commit 
To the tempeſtuous Mercy of the Pit, | 
To know if it be truly born of Wit, : 


And feed, like Sharks, upon an Infant Play. 
Be ev'ry Monſter of the Deep away; 


Criticks avaunt ; for you are Fiſh of Prey, £ 
Let's a fair Tryal have, and a clear Sea. 


1 _ 


For Life will ſtruggle long, ere it ſink down : 
And will at leaſt riſe thrice, before it drown, 
Let us conſider, had it been our Fate, \ 4 
Thus hardly to be prov d Legitimate /! | 
Iwill not ſay, we'd all in Danger been, 

Were each to ſuffer for his Mother's Sin: 

But by my Troth I cannot avoid thinking, 

Heu nearly ſome good Men might have ſcap d ſinking. 
But, Heav' n be prais'd, this Cuſtom is confin'd 
Alone to th* Offspring of the Muſes kind: 

Our Chriſtian Cuckolds are more bent to Pity ; 
I know not one Moor · Husband in the City. 


Let naturs work, and do not Damn too ſoon, : 


T 


* 


PpPROLOGU BE. 7 


Ph» good Man's Arms the Chopping Baſtard thrives, 
For he thinks all his own, that is his Wife's. 


Whatever Fate is for this Play deſign'd, 
The Poet's ſure he ſhall ſome Comfort find: 
For if his Muſe has play'd him falſe, the worſt 
That can befal him, is, to be divorc'd ; 
You Hubands Judge, if that be to be Curs d. : 


Dr a- 


Dramatis Perfonæ. 


ME N- 


Maskwell, A Villain; pretended Friend to Melleform, 
\, Gallant to Lady Toxchwoed, and in Love with Cy 

bia. 

Lord Touchwood, Uncle to Mellefont. 

Mellefont, promiſed to, and in Love with Cynthia. 

Careleſs, his Friend. 

Lord Froth, A Solemn Coxcomb, 

Brisk, A pert Coxcomb. 

Sir Paul Plyant, An Uxorious, Fooliſh, old Knight ; 

Brother to Lady Touchwoed, and Father to Cynthia. 


WOMEN. 


Lady Touchwoed, in Love with Mellefazns, 
Cynthia, Daughter to Sir Part by a former Wife, pro- 


miſed to Mellefonc. 

Lady Froth, à grem Cocquet; Pretender to Poetry, 
Wit, and Learning, 

Lady Plyant, Inſolent to her e eaſie to any 


Pretender. 


Chaplain, Boy, Footmen, and Attendants, 


The SCENE, a Gallery in the Lord 
y ede Houle, with Chambers 


adjoining. 
THE 


ACTI Se 


A Gallery in the Tard Touchwood's Howe, with Cham» 
bers adjoining. 


Fnter Careleſs Croſſing the Stage, with his pas, Gloves, 
and Sword in his Hand: ; as juſt riſen fron Table Mellc- 
font follounmsg him. 1 71 


MET T ETON T 


E D, Ned, whither fo faſt?ꝰ What, turn'd 
Flincher : Why, you wo not ſeabe us ? 
15 Care. Where are the Wamen? Fm 
gl weary of guzlog, and begin to think 


them the better Company. | 
Mell, Then thy Reaſon ſtaggers, and 
thou'rt almoſt Drunk. 


Care, No Faith, but your Fools grow noiſie and 
if a Man mult endure the Noife of Words without 
Senfe, [ think the Women have more Muſical Voices, 
and become Nonſenſe better. * 


To The DousLEe-DEALER, 


tirꝰd to their Tea, and Scandal; according to their Anci- 
ent Cuſtom, after Dinner. But I made a Pre- 
tencee to follow you; becauſe I had ſomething to ſay to 


| Mell, Why, they are at the end of the Gallery; re - 


you in private, and I am not like to have many Oppor- 
tunities this Evening. 

Care. And here's this Coxcomb moſt critically come 
to interrupt you. 


— 


SCENE. II. 
(To them) Brisk. 


— 


Brisk. 


OYS, Boys, Lads, where are you? What, do you 
B give ground? Mortgage for a Bottle, ha? Careleſs, 
this is your Trick; you're always ſpoiling Company by 
leaving it. 
Care. And thou art always ſpoiling Company by co- 
ming into'r, | 
Brisk, Pooh, ha, ha, ha, I know you envy me. Spite, 
proud Spite, by the Gods! and burning Envy — I'll be 
judg'd by Mellefont here, who gives and takes Raillery 
er than you or I. Pſhaw, Man, when I ſay you ſpoil 
Company by leaving it, I mean you leaveno Body for 
the Company to laugh at, I think there I was with you, 
ha? Mellefont. 
| Mell. O' my Word, Brisk, that was a home Thruſt; 
you have filenc'd him, | 
Brisk. Oh, my Dear Melleſont, let me periſh if thou 
art not the Soul of Converſation, the very Eſſence of 
Wit, and Spirit of Wine The Deuce take me if 
there were three good Things ſaid, or one underſtood, 
ſince thy Amputation from — Body of our Society.— 
He! I think that's pretty and Metaphorical enough: 
I'Gad I could not have ſaid it out of thy Company 
Careleſs, ha? | why | 


Care. 


— 


=> 
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The DoußLE-DEALER. TI 

Care. Hum, ay, what is't ? 

Brisk. O, Men Cœur ! What is't! Nay gad I'll puniſh 
you for want of A pprehenſion: The Deuce take me if I 
tell you. | | —_— 

A el No, no, hang him, he has no Taſte, — But, 
dear Brisk, excuſe me, I have a little Buſineſs. 

Care. Pr'ythee get thee gone; thou ſeeꝰſt we are ſeri- 
7 ous. 
* Mell, We'll come immediately, if you'll but go in, 
and keep up good Humour and Senſe in the Company: 
Pr'ythee do, they'll fall aſleep elſe. | 
Brisk. T'gad fo they will Well J will, I will, 
| gad you ſhall command me from the Zenith to the Na- 
dir. But the Deuce take me if I ſay a good thing 
till you come. But pr'ythee, dear Rogue, _ 
haſte, pr'ythee make haſte, I ſhall burſt elſe 

| yonder's your Uncle, my Lord Touchwood, ſwears he'll 

2 difinherit you, and Sir Paul Plyant threatens to diſclaim 
you for a Son-in-Law, and my Lord Froth won't dance 
at your Wedding to-Morrow ; nor the Deuce take me, 

I won't write your Epithalamium and ſee what 

a Condition you're like to be brought to. 
Nell. Well I'll ſpeak but three Words, and follow 
yon. / ' 
Brisk, Enough, enough ; Careleſs, bring your Appre- 
henſion along with you. | 


— W 
SCENE III 
Mellefont, Careleſs. 
Careleſs. . 
ER T Coxcomb ! 
Mell. Faith tis a good-natur'd Coxcomb, and 


has very entertaining Follies . You muſt be more 
humane to him; at this JunRure, it wilt ds me Service. 
II tell you, I would have Mirth continued this 

| Day 


12 The DoUBLE-DEAKER. 


Day at any rate; tho' Patience purchaſe Folly, and At. ho 

tention be paid with Nojſe : There are times when Fe 

Senſe may be unrcaſonable, as well as Truth. Pr'yrhee pf 

do thou wear none to Day; but allowBrisk to have Wit, me 

that thou may'ſt ſcem a Fool, | 1 

a Care. Why, how now, why this extravagant Propo, Art 
tion? ac 

Mell. O, I would have no room for ſerious Deſign; of 
for | am jealous ofa Plot. I would have Noiſe and lm- fir. 
pertinence keep my Lady, Touchwopd's. Head from | av 
working: For Hell is not more bufic than, her Brain, Ih 
nor contains more Devils, than that Imaginanions, | 

Care, I thought your fear of hon had been over 
Is not to- Morrow appointed for yout Marriage with 
Cynthia; and her Father, Sir Paul Plyant, come to ſet- 
tle the Writings this Day, on purpoſe: 

Mell. Frue; but you ball judge whether I have not 
Reaſon to be allarm'd. None beſides you, and A 
well, are acquainted with the Secret of my Aunt Touch. Be 
wood's violent Paſſion for me. F 
Since my firſt Refuſal of her Addreſſes, ſhe has endea - Wt 
vour'd to do me all ill Offices with my Uncle; ye: has 
managed em with that Subtility, that to him they have 
born the Face of Kindneſs; while her Malice, like a 
dark Lanthorn, only ſhone upon me, where it was di- Mi 
rected. Still it gave me leſs Perplexity to prevent the 
Succeſs cf her Diſpleaſure, than to avoid the Importuni- 
ties of her Love; and of two Evils, I thought my felf fa- 
vour'din her Averſion: But whether urg'd by her De- 
{pair, and the ſhort Proſpect of Time ſhe ſaw, to ac- 
compliſh her Deſigns ; whether the Hopes of Revenge, 
or of her Love, terminated in the View of this my Mar- 
riage with Cynthia, I know not; but this Morning ſhe 
jurpriz'd me in my Bed. 8 

Care. Was there ever ſuch a Fury ! *tis well Nature 
has not put it into her Sex's Power to raviſh ——— }: 
Well, bleſs us! proceed. What follow'd ? 

Mell. What at firſt amaz d me: for | look'd to have 
ſeen her in all the Tranſports of a ſlighted and revenge- 
ful Woman: But when I expected Thunder my 
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oice, and Lightning in her Eyes; I ſaw her melted into 


Tears, and huſh'd into a Sigh. It was long before either 


Sfuts ſpoke? Paſſion had ty d her Tongue, and amaze - 
nent mine In ſhort the Conſequence was thus, 
omitted nothing that the moſt violent Love could 


Frge, or tender Words expreſs; which when the faw 


had no effect, bur ſtill I pleaded Honour and Nearneſt 
3 Blood to my Uncle then came the Storm I'fear'd at 
firſt : For ſtarting from my Bed · ſide like a Fury, ſhe'flew 
to my Sword, and with much ado I prevented her do- 
ing me or her ſelf a Miſchict : Having diſarm'd her, in 
Guſt of Paſſion ſhe left me, and in a Reſolution, con - 
rm'd by a thouſand Curſes, not to cloſe her Eyes, till 
ey had ſeen my Ruin. 
Care. Exquiſite Woman! But hat the Pevil, does ſhe 
ink thou haſt no more Senſe, than to get an Heir upon 
r Body to difinherit thy ſelf : For, as I tałe it, this Set · 
ement upon you, is with a Proviſo, that your Uncle 
have no Children. 
* Mell, It'is fo. Well, the Service you are to do me, 
Will'be a Pleaſute to your ſelf; I muſt get you to en- 
ge my Lady Phyant all this Evening, that my pious 
unt may not work her to her Intereſt. And if you 
larute herto your ſelf, you may ineline her to 
Mine. She's handſome, and knows it; is very filly, and 
inks ſhe'has'Senſe, and has an old fond Husband, 
Cute. Tconfefs a very fair Foundation, for a Lover 
build upon. | | 
2 Mell, For my Lord Froth, he and his Wife will be 
fficiently taken up, with admiring one another, and 
Brisk's Gallantry, as they call it. I' obſerve my Uncle 


- My ſelf; and Jack Maskwell has promiſed me, to watch 


my Aunt narrowly, and give me notice upon any Suſpi- 
don. As for Sir Paul, my wiſe Father-in-Law that is to 


he, my dear Cynthia has ſuch a Thare in his Fatherly 


Fondneſs, he would ſcarce make her a Moment uneaſie, 
o have her happy hereafter. 

Care. So, you have mann'd your Works: But I wiſh 
ou may not have tlie weakeſt Guard, Where che Rue - 
ay is tr ongeſt. a 
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ell. Maskwell, you mean; pr'ythee why ſhoult 
you ſuſpect him? | =_ 
Care. Faith I cannot help ir, you know I never lik d 
him; I am a little ſuperſtitious in Phiſiognomy. F 
Aſell. He has Obligations of Gratitude, to bind him 
to me; his Dependance upon my Uncle is through m 
Means. | | 
Care. Upon your Aunt, you mean; 
Mell, My Aunt! | 
Care. I'm miſtaken if there be not a Familiarity be 
tween them, you do not ſuſpect: Notwithſtanding he: 
Paſſion for you. Nos: 3 
Mell. Pooh, pooh, nothing in the World but his De. 
ſign to do me Service; and he endeavours to be well in 
her Eſteem, that he may be able to effect it. 5 
Care. Well, I ſhall be glad to be miſtaken; but your 
Aunt's Averſion in her Revenge, cannot be any way ſo 
effectually ſhown, as in bringing forth a Child to diſin- 
herit you. She is handſome and cunning, and naturallß 
wanton, Mast well is Fleſh and Blood at beſt, and Op- 
portunities between them are frequent. His Affection te 
you, you have confeſſed, is grounded upon his Intereſt; + 
that you have tranſplanted 3 and ſhould it take Root in 
my Lady, I don't ſee what you can expect from the 
Fruit, | 387 | 
Mell. I confeſs the Conſequence is viſible, were 
your Sy;ſpicions juſt. — Bur ſee, the Company is 
broke up, let's meet em. | ; | 


SCENE 17. | 


(To them) Lord Touchwood, Lord Froth, Sir Paul 
| Plyant, and Brisk. 


4 
4 
N 


* 
* 
4 
4 


Lord Touch wood. 


UT upon't, Nephew— Leave your Father: [ 
in-Law, and me, to maintain our Ground againſt 
young People. | Mell. 


aul 
vokes me to a Smile 


er · 
inſt 
ell. 


juſt returning. 
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All. I beg your Lordſhip's Pardon We were 


Sir P. Were you, Son? Gadsbud much better as it 


rother Bottle would have been too Powerful for me, — 
as ſure as can be it would. — We wanted your Compa- 


ny. But Mr. Brick— Where is he? I ſwear and vow, 


} 
o 


he's a moſt facetious Perfon— and the beſt Company 


And, my Lord Froth, your Lordſhip is ſo merry a Man, 


he, he, he. 


«Y 


b Merry! O barbarous! I'd as lieve you call'd me Fool. 


Lord Froth. O foy, Sir Paul, what do you mean ? 


Sir P. Nay, I proteſt and vow now, tis true; when 
Mr. Brist jokes, your Lordſhip's Laugh does ſo become 
you, he, he, he. 

Lord Froth, Ridiculous! Sir Paul, * ſtrangely 
miſtaken, I find Champagne is powerful. I afſure you, 
Sir Paul, I laugh at no bodies Jeſt but my own, or 


* aLady's;lI affure you, Sir Paul. 


Brist. How ? how, my Lord » what, affront my Wir! 
Let me periſh, do I never ſay any thing worthy to be 


| laugh'd at; 


Lord Froth. O foy, don't miſapprehend me, I don't 


* ſay fo, for I often ſmile at your Conceptions. But there 
is nothing more unbecoming a Man of Quality, than to 


J laugh; tis ſuch a vulgar Expreſſion of the Paſſion! eve - 


ry Body can laugh. Then eſpecially to laugh at the Jeſt 


of an inferior Perſon, or when any body elle of the ſame 


Quality does not laugh with one; ridiculous! To be 


1 pleaſed with what pleaſes the Croud! Now when I 


laugh, I always laugh alone. 


Brist. I ſuppoſe that's becauſe you laugh at your own 


2 Jeſts, I gad, ha, ha, ha. 


Lord Froth. He, he, I ſwear tho', your Raillery pro- 


Brisk. Ay, my Lord, it's a fign I hit you in the Teeth, 
if you ſhow em. 

Lord Froth. He, he, he, I ſwear that's ſo very pretty, 
I can't forbear. | 

Care. I find a Quibble bears more ſway in your Lord- 


ſhip's Face, than a Jeſt, Lord 


Good, ſtrange! I ſwear I am almoſt r 


{ \ 


4 
— — . 


— 
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Lord Touch. Sir Paul, if you pleaſe we'll retire to the 
Ladies, and drink a diſh of Tea, to ſettle our Heads, b 
Sir P. Wich all my Heart. Mr. Brist, you'll * 


* 
A 


come to us, or call me when you joke, I'll be read 
to laugh incontinently. 23 
a — — 
SCENE V. 9 


Mellefont, Careleſs, Lord Froth, Brisk. 
Mellefont . 


U T does your Lordſhip never ſee Comedies? 4 
Lord Froth. O yes, ſometimes, — Bur I never © 

laugh. 

Mel. No? | 

Lord Froth, Oh, no, Never laugh indeed, Sir. 

Care, No! why what d'yego'there for? 

Lord Proth, To diſtinguiſh my fetffrom-the Commo- 
nalty, and mortifie the Poets; the Fellows grow fo con- 
ceited, when any of their fooliſh Wit prevails upon the 1 


Side - Boxes. Tfwear, he, he, he, I have often 
conſtrain'd my Inclinations to laugh, to avoid gir- 
ing them Encouragement. 


Mell. Vou are cruel to your ſelf, my Lord, as well as 
malicious to them. 

Lord Froth. 1 confeſs I did my felf ſome Violence at 
firſt, but now Tthink I have conquer d it. 

Brist. Let me periſh, my Lord, but there is fome- 
thing very particular in the Humour, *ris true, it makes 
againſt Wit, and I'm ſorry for ſome Friends of mine 
that write, but Tgad, Ilove to be malicious. 
Nay, deuce take me there's Wit in't too And Wit 
mult be foilꝰd by Wit; cut a Diamond with a Diamond; 
no other way, I'gad, 

Lord Froth. Oh, I thought you would not be long, 
before you found out the Wit. 

Curt. Wit! In what? Where the Devil's the Wit, in 
not laughing when a Man has a Mind cot: Brisk. 
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| Brisk. O Lord, why, can't you find it out? 
Why there tis, in the not laughing Don't you 
X apprehend me? My Lord, Careleſs is a very honeſt 
„Fellow, butharkee, you underſtand me, ſomewhat 
1 heavy, a little ſhallow, or fo——— Why Pl tell you 
nov : Suppoſe now you come up to me—Nay, pr'ythee 
Careleſi be inſtructed. Suppoſe, as I was ſaying, you 
come up to me holding your Sides, and laughing, as if 
you would - Well 1 look grave, ant ask the Cauſe 
Jof this immoderate Mirth. You 'augh on ſtill, 
nnd are not able to tell me— Still I look grave, 
not ſo much as ſmile. 
Care. Smile, no, what the Devil ſhould you ſmile at, 
when you ſuppoſe I can't tell you! 5 
Brist. Pſhaw, pſha w, pr'ythee don't interrupt me.— 
But I tell you, you ſhall tell me at laſt But ic 
ſhall be a great while firſt, : 
Care. Well, but pr'ythee dont let it be a great while, 
becauſe I long to have it over. 
Frist. Well then, you tell me ſome good Jeſt, or very 
witty Thing, laughing all the while as if you were ready 


bs 
o 


4 go die and I hear it, and look thus. Would 
got you be diſappointed? 
1 Care. No; for if it were a Witty Thing, I ſhould not 


3 
4 


expect you to underſtand it. 

1 you! Frot h. O foy, Mr. Careleſs, all the World allows 

r. Brist to have Wit; my Wife ſays, he has a great deal. 
hope you think her a Judge. 

Brist. Pooh, my Lord, his Voice goes for nothing 
can't, tell how to make him apprehend. Take it tc 
Sher Way, Suppoſe I ſay a witty Thing to you. 
Care. Then I ſhall be diſappointed indeed. 
® Hell, Let him alone, Brisk, he is obſtinately bent not 
d be inſtructed. 

Brist. I'm ſorry for him, the Deuce take me. 

Mell. Shall we go to the Ladies, my Lord? 

Lord Froth. With all my Heart, methinks we are a 
olitude without em. : 


Auel. Or, what ſay you, to another Bottle of Cham- 
* 1 Lord 
> ra 
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Lord Froth. O, for the Univerſe, nota Drop more 1 s 


beſeech you. Oh intemperate! I have a fluſhing in my 
Face already. 
(Takes out a Pocket-Gla/s, and looks in it. 
Brist. Let me ſee, let me ſee, my Lord, I broke my 
Glaſs that was in the Lid of my Snuff. Box. Hum! Deuce 
takeme, I have encourag'd a Pimple here too. 


(Takes the Glaſs and looks. 4 


Lord Froth, Then you muſt mortific him with a Patch; 
my wife ſhall ſupply you. Come, Gentlemen, ;allons, 
here is Company coming, 


— 


SCENE Vi. 


Lady Touchwood, and Mask well. 
Lady Touchwood, 


LL hear no more. Vare falſe and ungrateful; 
I come, | know you falſe. 

Mask, I have been frail, I confeſs, Madam, for your 
Ladythips Service. 

Lady Touch. That I ſhould truſt a Man, whom I had 
known betray his Friend ! 

Mast. What Friend have I betray'd? or to whom 
Lady Touch. Your fond Friend Mellefont, and to me; 
can you deny it? 

Mask. I do nor. 

Lady Touch, Have you not wrong'd my Lord, who 
has been a Father to you in your wants, and given you 
Being? Have you not wrong'd him in the higheſt Man- 
ner, in his bed ⁊ 

Mast. With your Ladyſbip's help, and for your Ser- 
vice, as I told you before. I can't deny that neither. 
Any thing more, Madam? | 


Lady Touch. More! Audacious, Villain. O, what's | 
more, is moſt my Shame,——Haye you not diſhonour'd d 


me? 


5 _ © hos > 6 Ss 
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Mask. No, that I deny; for I never told in all my 
Life : So that Accufation'sanſwer'd ; on to the next. 
Lady Touch. Death, do you dally with my Paſſion? 
inſolent Devil ! But have a care, Provoke me not; 
Hp for, by the Eternal Fire, you ſhall not ſcape my Venge- 
ance. Calm Villain! How unconcern'd he ſtands, 
5, confeſſing Treachery, and Ingratitude ! Is there a Vice 
; more black! O have Excuſes, thouſands for my 
= Faults; Fire in my Temper. Paſſions in my Soul, apt to 
every Provocation ; oppteſſed at once with Love, and 
with Deſpair. But a ſedate, a thinking Villain, whoſe 
I — blood runs temperately bad, what Excuſe can 
clear! 
Mask. Will you be in Temper, Madam ? I would not 
talk not to be heard. I have been (She walks about diſ- 
order d) a very = Rogue for your ſake, and you re- 
X proach me with it; I am ready to be a Rogue ſtill, to do 
you Service; and you are flinging Conſcience and Hon- 
our in my Face, to rebate my Inclinations. How am [I 
ul; to behave my ſelf? You know | am your Creature, my 
Life and Fortune in your Power; to diſoblige you, 
ur brings me certain Ruin, Allow it, | would berry you 
] would not be a Traitor to my ſelf : I don't pretend to 
ad © Honeſty, becauſe you know I am a Raskal : Bur Iwould 


4 


convince you, from the Neceſſity of my being firm to 


ö vou. 

ie; 1 : Lady Touch, Neceſſity, Impudence ! Can no Grati- 
XZ rude incline you, no Obligations touch you? Have not 
my Fortune, and my Perſon, been ſubjected to your 
ho © Pleaſure? Were you not in the nature of a Servant, and 
ou have not I in effect made you Lord of all, of me, and of 
an · my Lord? Where is that humble Love, the Languiſhing, 
| that Adoration, which once was paid me, and kl. 
der - ingly cngaged? | 
Aab. kixt, rooted in my Heart, whence nothing 
can remove em, yet you 

Lady Touch, Vet, what yet? 
Mast. Nay, miſconceive me not, Madam, when 
ſay | have had a generous and a faithful Paſſion, which 
you had neyer favour'd; but through Revenge and 
Policy, B 2 Lady 
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Lady Touch, Ha! 

Mask. Look you, Madam, we are alone, —— Pray 
contain your ſelt, and hear me. You know you lov'd 

your Nephew, when I firſt ſigh'd for you; I quickly 

found it; an Argument that | lov'd; for with that Art 
you veil'd your Paſſion, twas imperceptible to all but 
jealous Eyes. This Diſcovery made me bold ; I confeſs 
it; for by it, I thought you in my Power. Your Ne- 
phew's Scorn of you, added to my Hopes; I watch'd 
the Occaſion, and took you, juſt repulſed by him, warm 
at once with Love and Indignation; your Diſpoſition, 
my Arguments, and happy Opportunity, accompliſh'd 
my Dclign ; I preſt the yielding Minute, and was bleſt. 
How I have lov'd you fince, Words have not ſhown, 
then how ſhould Words expreſs ? 

Lady Touch. Well, mollifying Devil! 
1 not met your Love with forward Fire ? 
Aas. Your Zeal I grant was ardent, but miſplac'd ; 

there was Revenge in view ; that Woman's Idol had de- 
fil'd the Temple of the God, and Love was made a 
Mock-Worſhip. A Son and Heir would have 
edg'd young Melleſont upon the Brink of Ruin, and left 
him none but you to catch at for Prevention. 

Lady Touch. Again, provoke me! Do you wind me 
like 2 Larum, only to rouſe my own ſtil d Soul for your 
Diverſion ? Confuſion ! 

Mask. Nay, Madam, I'm gone, if you relapſe, 
What needs this? I ſay nothing but what you your ſelf, 
in open Hours of Love, have told me, Why ſhould you 
deny it? Nay, how can you deny it? Is not all this pre- 
{ent Heat owing to the ſame Fire? Do you not love him 
ſtill? How have 1 this Day offended you, but in not 
breaking off his Match with Cynthia? Which ere to— 
Morrow ſhall be done, had you but Parience, 

Lady Touch. How, what ſaid you, Maskwell, 
Another Caprice to unwind my Temper ? 

Mask. By Heav'n, no; I am your Slave, the Slave of 
all your Pleaſures; and will not reſt till I have giv'n 
you Peace, would you ſuffer me. g 


And have 
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Lady Touch, O, Maskwell, in vain do I disguiſe me 
from thee, thou know'ſt me, know'ſt the very inmoſt 
Windings and Receſſes of my Soul. Oh Melle- 
font I burn; married to- Morrow! Deſpair ſtrikes me. 
Yet my Soul knows I hate him tov : Let him but once 
be mine, and next immediate Ruin ſeize him. 

Mask, Compole your ſelf, you ſhall poſſeſs and ruin 
him too,. Will that pleaſe you? 

Lady Touch. How, how ? Thou dear, thou precious 
Villain, how ? | 

Mask, You have already been tampering with my 
Lady Plyant. 

Lady Touch. I have: She is ready for any Impreſſion 
I think fit. 

Mask. She muſt be thoroughly Perſuaded, that Melle- 
font loves her, 

Lady Touch. She is ſo credulous that way naturally, 
and likes him ſo well, that ſhe will believe ir faſter than 
I can perſuade her. But I don't ſee what you can pro- 
poſe from ſuch a trifling Deſign ; for her firſt converſing 
with ellefonr, will convince her of the contrary. 

Mask, I know it. I don't depend upon it. 
But it will prepare ſomething elſe; and gain us leiſure 
to lay a ſtronger Plot: If I gain a little Time, I ſhall not 
want Contrivance. 


One Minute, gives Invention to deſtroy, 
What, to rebuild, will a whole Age employ, 


— 


ACT Ill. 8 
Lady Froth and Cynthia. 


— 


Cynthia. 


I NDEED, Madam! Is it poſſible your Ladyſhip 
could have been ſo much in Love? 
Lady Froth. I could not ſleep one Wink for three 


Weeks together. Cyn, 
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Cyn. Prodigious! I wonder, want of ſleep, and fro 
much Love, and fo much Wit as your Ladyſhip has, did 
not turn your Brain, 

Lady Froth, O my dear Cynthia, you muſt nor rally 
your Friend, Bur really, as you ſay, I wonder 
too, But then I had a way For between 
you and 1, 1 had whimſies and Vapours, but I gave 3 
them Veu. Y 

Cyn. How pray, Madam ? 

Lady Froth, O I writ, writ abundantly, 
you never Write ? 

Cyn. Write, what? 

Lady Froth. Songs, Elegics, Satires, Encomiums, 
Panegyricks, Lampoons, Plays, or Hervick Poems. 

Cyn. O Lord, not Il, Madam; I'm content to be a 
curteous Reader. | I 

Lady Frot h. O Inconſiſtent ! In Love, and not write! 
If my Lord and I had been both of your Temper, e 
had never come together, O bleſs me! What a ſad 
thing would that have been, if my Lord and I ſhould 
never have met! 

Cyn, Then neither my Lord nor you would ever = 
have met with your Match, on my Conſcience, r 

Lady Feth. O' my Conſcience no more we ſhould ; 
thou ſay'ſt right for ſure my Lord Froth is as ſine 
a Gentleman, and as much a Man of Quality! Ah! No- 
thing at all of the Common Air, I think I may ſay 
he wants nothing, but a blue Ribbon and a Star, to 
make him ſhine the very Phoſphorus of our Hemi- 
ſphere, Do you underſtand thoſe two hard Words ? 
If you don't, I'll explain 'em to you. 

Cyn, Yes, yes, Madam, I'm not fo ignorant. 
At leaſt I won't own it, to be troubled with your In- 

ſtructions. (Aſide. 

Lady Froth. Nay, I beg your Pardon; but being 

derived from the Greek, I thought you might have e- 

fcap'd the Etymology. ButI'm the more amaz'd, 

to find you a Woman of Letters, and not write! Bleſs 
me! how can Melleſont believe you love him? 
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Cyn. Why Faith, Madam, he that won't take my 
Word, ſhall never have it under my Hand. A 
Lady Froth. I vow Mellefont's a pretty Gentleman, 


2 = n 
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y but methinks he wants a Manner. 

w Cyn, A Manner! what's that, Madam ? 

- Lady Froth, Some diſtinguiſhing Quality, as for ex- 

: ample, the bel air or Brillant of Mr. Brisk; the Solem- 
nity, yet Complaiſance of my Lord, or ſomething of 
his own that ſhould look a little Fe-ne-ſcay-quoyſh ; he 

1 is too much a Mediocrity, in my Mind. 

Cyn. He does not indeed affect either Pertneſs or 
= Formality; for which I like him : Here he comes. 
2 Lady Froth. And my Lord with him: pray obſerve 
: the Difference. 

1 | 

2 ü SCENS ME 

; 

i (To them.) Lord Froth, Mellefont, and Brisk. 

q 5 Cynthia. 

i 1 Mpertinent creature! I could almoſt be angry with 
her now, (Aſide. 
i Lady Froth. My Lord, I have been telling Cynthia, 

bow much I have been in love with you; I ſwear l 


have; I'm noraſham'd to own it now; Ah! it makes 
my Heart leap, I vow I figh when JL think on't: My 
dear Lord": Ha, ha, ha, do you remember, my Lord? 
(Squeezes him by the Hand, looks kindly" on him, ſigbs 
and then laurhs out. ET, 

4 Lord Froth. Pleaſant Creature! perfectly well: ah! 
21 that look, ay, there it is; who could reſiſt! twas ſ» my 
* Heart was made a Captive firſt, and ever fince 't has 
; been in love with happy Slavery. | 
= Lady Froth. O that Tongue, that dear deceitful 
Tongue ! that charming Softne is in your Mien and your 
Expreſſion, and then your Bow! Good my Lord, bow 
as you did when I gave you my Picture; here, rn 

chis 
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this my Picture (Gives him a Pocket-Glaſs, 
Pray mind my Lord ; ah! he bows charmingly ; nay, 
| my Lord, you ſhan't kiſsit ſo much ; I ſhall grow jea- 
'F lous, I vow now. 


f 
| f (He bows profoundly low, then kiſſes the Glafs, 
| 
| 


' 
) 


il f Lord Froth. I ſaw my ſelf there, and kiſs d it for your 
i fake, | 
® Lady Frot h. Ah! Gallantry to the laſt Degrec— 
C | Mr. Brisk, you're a judge; was ever any thing ſo well 
bred as my Lord? 
* Never any thing; but your Ladyſhip, let me 
eriſh. | 
. Lady Froth. O prettily turn'd again; let me die but 
you have a great deal of Wit. Mr. Mellefont, don't you 
q think Mr. Brisk has a World of Wit ? 
1 Mell. O, yes, Madam. 
| | Brisk. O dear, Madam 
1 Lady Froth, An infinite deal! 
| Brisk. O Heav'ns! Madam 
| Lady Froth. More Wit than any Body. 
Brisk. I'm everlaſtingly your humble Servant, deuce 
take me, Madam. 
| Lord Froth, Don't you think us a happy Couple? 
1 Cyn. I vow, my Lord, I think you the happieſt Cou- 
{ ple in the World; for you're not only happy in one an- 
1 other, and when you are together, but happy in your 
ſelves, and by your ſelves. 
Lord Froth, J hope Melleſont will make a good Hus- 
1 band too. | 
1 Cyr. Tis my Intereſt to believe he will, my Lord. 
Lord Froth, D'ye think he'll Love you as well as I dat 
$ my Wife? I'm afraid not. | 
| [ Cyr. I believe he'll love me better. 
| Lord Froth, Heav'ns! that can never be; but why 
do you think ſo; 
5 Cyn. Becauſe he has not ſo much reaſon to be fond 
1 of himſelf. : | 
1 Lord Froth, O your humble Servant for that, dear 
„Madam; well Mellefont you'll be a happy Creature. 


Mell, 
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ftotle and Horace. 
# jealous, I'm communicating all to Mr. Brist. 


The DouBLE- DEALER. 25 


Mell. Ay, my Lord, I ſhall have the ſame Reaſon for 
my Happineſs that your Lordſhip has, I ſhall think my 
ſelf happy, - | | 

Lord Froth. Ah, that's all. F 

Brist. (To Lady Froth.) Your Ladyſhip is in the right; 
but l'gad I'm wholly turn'd into Satire. I confeſs I 
write but ſeldom, but when I do keen Iambicks, 
I'gad. But my Lord was telling me, your Ladyſhip has 


2 make an Eſſay toward an Heroick Poem. 


Lady Froth. Did my Lord tell you? Yes I vow, and 


3 the Subject is my Lord's Love to me. And what do you 
XZ think I call it? I dare ſwear you won't gueſs 


The Syllabub, ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk, Becauſe my Lord's Title's Froth, I'gad, ha, ha, 

ny deuce take me very 4 Propos and ſurprizing, ha, ha, 
a, 

Lady Froth, He, ay, is not it? And then I 
call my Lord Spmoſoz and my ſelf, what d'ye think I 
call my ſelf? | 

Brist. Lactilla, may be; gad I cannot tell. 

Lady Froth. Biddy, that's all; juſt my own Name. 

Brist. Biddy! I'gad very pretty Deuce take me 


N if your Ladyſhip has not the Art of ſurpriſing the moſt 


naturally in the World, [ hope you'll make me hap+ 
py in communicating the Poem, 

Lady Froth. O, you muſt be my Confident, I muſt 
ask your Advice. 

Brist. I'm your humble Servant, let me periſh,-— I 
preſume your Ladyſhip has read Boſſy - | 

Lady Froth. O yes, and Rapine, and Dacier upon Ari- 
My Lord, you muſt not be 


Lord Froth. No, no, I'll allow Mr. Brisk; have you 
nothing about you to ſhew him, my Dear ? 

Lady Froth. Yes, I believe I have. Mr. Brisk, 
come, will you go into the next Room? and there I'll 
ſhew you what I havc, 

Lord Froth, I'll walk a Turn in the Garden, an 
come to you, : | 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Mellefont, Cynthia. 
Mellefont, 


26 


O U'R E thoughtful, Cynthia? 

Y Cyn. I'm thinking, tho' Marriage makes Man 
and Wife one Fleſh, it leaves em ſtill two Fools; and 
— become more Conſpicuous by ſetting off one. an- 
other. 


4 


Mel, That's only when two Fools meet, and their 


Follies are oppos'd. 
Cyn. Nay, I have known two Wits meet, an 


p 
d by { 


the oppoſition of their Wir, render themſelves as ridicu- ® 


lous as Fools. *Tisan odd Game we are going to play 


at: What think you of drawing Stakes, and a giving 
over in Time? | | 
Mell. No, hang't, that's not endeavouring to win, 


U 


becauſe it's poſſible we may loſe 3 ſince we have ſhuffled 


and cut, let's e en turn up Trump now. 


Cyn. Then l find it's like Cards, if either of us have 


a good Hand 'tis an Accident of Fortune. 


Mell, No, Marriage is rather like a Game ar Bowls, 


Fortune indeed makes the Match, and the two neareſt, 
and ſometimes the two fartheſt are together, but the 
Game depends intirely upon Judgment. 

Cyn. ſtill it is a Game, and conſequently one of us 
muſt be a Loſer. 


Mell. Not at all; only a Friendly Tryal of Skill, and | 


\ 


theWinnings to be laid out in an Entertainment, 
What's here, the Muſick ? Oh, my Lord has 


fore the Company hear it. 


| 


promiſed the Company a new Song, we'll get em ro 
fler it us by the way. (Muſicians croſſing the Stage.) Pray 
us have the Favour of you, to practiſe the Song, be- 


SONG, 


9.4 
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SONG, 


I, 
Ynthia frowns when e er I woe her, 

(: Yet fbe's vex't if 1 give over; 
Much ſhe fears I — — undoe her, 
But much more to loſe her Lover: 
Thus, in doubting, ſhe refuſes ; 
And not winning, thus ſhe loſes, 

II 


Prythee Cynthia look behind you, 
Age and Wrinkles will o'ertake you 3 
Then too late Deſire will find you, 
When the Power muſt forſake you: 
Think, O think o' th ſad Condition, 
To be paſt yet wiſh Fruition. 


3 


Mell. You ſhall have my thanks below. 
(To the Muſick, they go out. 
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SCENE IV. 
(To them. ) Sir Paul Plyant and Lady Plyant. 


Sir Paul Plyant. 


C ADS bud!Iam L into a Fermentation, as 
my Lady rnb f. ys 3 was ever the like read of in 


| by Story ? 


Ry * P. Sir Paul have Patience, let me alone to ratile 
m up. 

Sir P. Pray your Ladyſhip give me leave to be angry 
—— Hllraitſe him up I warrant you, I'll rk him with 
a Certiorari. 

Lady P*. You firk him !1'll frk him my ſelf 5 ; pray Sir 
Paul hold you contented. 


Cyn. 
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Cyn. Bleſs me, what makes my Father in ſuch a Paſ. | 
ſion! I never ſaw him thus before. 

Sir P. Hold your ſelf contented, my Lady Plyant,— 
I find Pa flion coming upon me by Inflation, and I can- 

not ſubmit as formerly, therefore give way. 

Lady P. How now! will you be pleaſed to retire, 
and 

Sir P. No marry will I not be pleaſed, I am pleaſcd 

to be angry, that's my Pleaſure at this time. | 

Mell, What can this mean ! | 

Lady P. Gads my Life, the Man's diſtracted; wh 
how now, who are you? What am TI ? Slidikins, can't I 
govern you? What did I marry you for? Am I not to 
be abſolute and uncontrolable? Is it fit a Woman of 
my Spirit, and Conduct, ſhould be contradicted in a 
Matter of this Concern ? | 

Sit P. It concerns me, and only me; Beſides, 
I'm not to be govern'd at all Times. When I am in Tran- 
quility, my Lady Plyant ſhall command Sir Paul; but 
when I am provok'd to Fury, I cannot incorporate with \ 
Patience and Reaſon, as ſoon may Tygers match 
with Tygers, Lambs with Lambs, and, every Creature 
Couple with its Foe, as the Poet ſays. 

Lady P. He's hot-headed ſtill! *Tis in vain to talk 

to you ; bur remember I have a Curtain-Lecture for 
you, you diſobedient, headſtrong Brute, 
Sir p. No, tis becauſe I won't be a Brute, and have 
my Head fortify*d, that I am thus exaſperated, — 
But I will protect my Honour, and yonder is the Viola- 
ter of my Fame, 

Lady P, *Tis my Honour that is concern'd, and the 
Violation was intended ro me. Your Honour ! You 
have none but what is in my keeping, and I can diſpoſe 
of it when pleaſe therefore don't provoke me. 

Sir P, Hum, gads-bud ſhe ſays true Well, my 
Lady, march on, I will fight under you then: I am 
convinced, as far as Paſſion will permit. 

(Lady Plyant and Sir Paul come up to Mellefont. 

Lady P. Inhumane and Treacherous 4 

Sir P. Thou Serpent and firſt Tempter of Woman» 
uind. Cyn, 
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Cyn. Bleſs me! Sir; Madam; what mean you? 
Sir P. Thy, Thy, come away Thy, touch him not, 
come hither Girl, go not near him, there's nothing but 
Deceit about him; Snakes are in his Peruke, and the Cro- 
codile of Nilus is in his Belly, he will eat thee up alive. 
Lady P. Diſhonourable, impudent Creature! 
Mell. For Heav'n's ſake, Madam, to whom do you 
direct this Language ! | 
Lady P. Have I behav'd my ſelf with all the Deco- 
rum and Nicety, befitting the Perſon of Sir Paul's 
Wife ? Have I preſerv'd my Honour as it were in a 


"32 Snow-houſe for theſe three Years paſt? Have I been 
white and unſully'd even by Sir Paul himſelf? 


Sir P. Nay, ſhe has been an invincible Wife, even to 
me, that's the Truth on't. 

Lady P. Havel, L ſay, preſerv'd my ſelf, like a fair 
Sheet of Paper, for you ro make a Blot upon? 

Sir P. And ſhe ſhall make a Simile with any Woman 
in England, 

Mell. 1am ſo amaz'd, I know not what to ſay. 

Sir ꝓ. Do yoy think my Daughter, this pretty Crea- 


ture; gads-bud ſhe'sa Wife for a Cherubin! Do you 


think her fit for nothing bur to be a ſtalking Horſe, to 
ftand before you, while you take aim at my Wife? gads- 
bud I was never angry before in my Life, and I'll never 


be appcas'd again, | 
Mell. Hell and Damnation! This is my Aunt 5: ſuch 
Malice can be engendred no where elſe, (Afide. 


Lady P. Sir Paul, take Cynthia from his Sight; leave 
me to ſtrike him with the Remorſe of his intended 
Crime; , 

Cyn. Pray, Sir, ſtay, here him, I dareaffirm he's In- 
nocent. | 

Sir P. Innocent ! Why hark'ye, come hither Thy, 
hark'ye, I had it from his Aunt, my Siſter Touchwood, 
gads-bud he does not care a Farthing for an 


thing of thee, but thy Portion, why he's in love wi 
my Wife; he would have tantaliz'd thee, and made a 
Cuckold of thy poor Father. —— and that would cer · 


tainly have broke my Heart ——— - I'm ſure if ever L 
ſhould 
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ſhould have Horns, they would kill me; they would ne- 
ver come kindly, I ſhould dic of em, like a Child that 


was cutting his Teeth I ſhould indeed, Thy — — 


therefore come away; but Providence has prevented 5 


all, therefore come away, when I bid you. 
Cyn. I muſt obey. 


SCENE V. 


Lady Plyant, Melleſont. 
Lady Plyant. 


Such a thing! the Impiety of it ſtartels me —— 

O » to wrong fo good, fo fair a Creature, and one 
that loves you tender!y tis a Barbarity of Barba- 
rities, and nothing could be guiu / of it 
Mell. But the greateſt Villain Imagination can form, 

I grant it; and next to the Villany of ſuch a Fact, is the 
Villany of aſperſing me with the Guilt. How? which 
way was I to wrong her? For yet I underſtand you not. 
Lady P. Why, gads my Life, Couſin Melleſont, you 


cannot be ſo peremptory as to deny it; when I tax you 
with it to your Face; for now Sir Paul's gone, you are 


Corum Nobus. 

Mell. By Heav'n, I Love her more than Life, or 

Lady P. Fiddle, faddle, don't tell me of this and that, 
and ev'ry Thing in the World, but give me Mathema- 
cular Demonſtation, anſwer me directly But L 
have not Patience Oh! the Impicty ot it, as [ 
was ſaying, and the unparallell'd Wickedneſs ! Merci- 
ful Father! How could you think to reverſe Nature ſo, 
2 make the Daughter the Means of procuring the Mo- 

er? 

Mell. The — to procure the Mother: 

Lady P. Ay, for tho'I am not Cynthia's own Ro- 
ther, | am her Father's Wife; and that's near enough to 
make it Inceſt, 


Mell, 
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refuſe it; I ſwear 1'll deny it 
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Mell. Inceſt ! O my precious Aunt, and the Devil in 
Conjunction. | (Afide, 

Lady p. O reflect on the Horror of that, and then 
the Guilt of deceiving every Body ; marrying the 
Daughter, only to make a Cuckold of the Father; and 
then ſcducing me, debauching my Purity, and pervert- 
ing me from the Road of Virtue, in which I have 


trod thus long, and never made one Trip, not one faux 


pas; O conſider it, what would you have to anſwer for, 
if you ſhould provoke me to Frailty ? Alas! Humanity is 
feeble, Heav'n knows! very feeble, and unable to ſup- 
port it ſelf. 

Mell. Where am I ? Is it Day ? and am I awake? 
Madam 

Lady P. And no Body knows how Circumſtan- 
ces may happen together, — To my thinking, 
now I could refiſt the — 7 2 Temptation, But 
yet [ know, tis impoſlible for me to know whether I 
could or nor, there's no certainty in the Things of this 
Life. 

Mell, Madam, pray give me leave to ask you one 


Lady P. O Lord, ask me the Queſtion ! ll ſwear I'll 
| therefore don't ask 
me, nay you ſhan't ask me, I ſwear I'll deny ir. O Gemi- 
ni, you have brought all the Blood into my Face; I war- 
rant I am as red as a Turky- Cock; O fic, Couſin Moelle- 
font ! | i 
Mell. Nay, Madam, hear me; Im | 
Lady P. Hear you? no, no; Tl deny you firſt, and 
hear you afterward. For one does not know how ones 
Mind may change upon hearin Hearing is one 


of theSenſes, and all the Senſes are fallible; I won't 


truſt my Honour, I aſſure you; my Honour is infallible 
and uncomatible. 


Mell, For Heav'n's ſake, Madam, 
Lady P. O name it no more Bleſs me, how 
how can you talk of Heav'n! and have ſo much Wick- 
edneſs in your Heart? May be you don't think it a Sin 
They ſay ſome of you Gentlemen don't think it a Sin— 
2 * 
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May be it is no Sin to them that don't think it ſo z in 
deed, if I did not think it a Sin But ſtill my Ho- 
nour, if it were no Sin, But then, to marry my 
Daughther, for the Conveniency of frequent Opportu- 
nities, I'll never conſent to that, as ſure as can 
be, 1'Il break the Match. 
Mell. Death and Amazement, 
my Knees —— 
Lady P. Nay, nay, riſe up, come you ſhall ſce my 
ood Nature. | know Love is powerful, and no Body 
can help his Paſlion : *Tis not your Fault; nor I ſwear 
it is not mine. 


Madam, upon 


ſwear it is pity it ſhould be a Fault, 
nour, well, but your Honour too but 
the Sin! well but the Neceſſity O Lord, 
here's ſome Body coming. I dare not ſtay, Well, you 
muſt conſider of your Crime; and ſtrive as much as can 
be againſt it, ſtrive be fure—— Bur don't be melancho- 
lick, don't deſpair, But never think that I'll grant 
you any thing; O Lord, no; But be ſure you lay aſide 
all Thoughts of the Marriage, for tho' I know you 
don't love Cynthia, only as a Blind for your Paſſion to 
. me; yet it will make me Jealous, - O Lord, what 
did I ſay ? Jealous ! no, no, I can't be jealous, for I muſt 
not love you, therefore don't hope, Bur 
don't deſpair neither, O, they're coming, I mult 


fly. ö 


ä 
— — 


STENE .YL. 


Mellefont alone. 
Mellefont (after a Pauſe.) 


5 O then, ſpight of my Care and Foreſight, I am 
caught, caught in my Security, Yet this was 


but a ſhallow Artifice, unworthy of my Matchiavilian 
Aunt : 


How can | help it, if I have Charms? ; ; 
And how can you help it, if you are made a Captive? I 
But my Ho- 
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Aunt : There muſt be more behind, this is but thefirſt 
Flaſh, the priming of her Engine; Deſtruction follows 
hard, if not moſt preſently prevented, 


SCENE 
(To him) Maskwell. 


Mellefont. 


"A M Aslwell, welcome, thy Preſence is a view of 


Land, appearing to my ſhipwrack'd Hopes : The 

Witch has rais'd the Storm, and her Miniſters have 
done their Work; you ſee the Veſſels are parted. 

Mast. I know it; I met Sir Paul towing away Cyn- 

thia : Come, trouble not your Head, I'll join you toge- 

ther ere to-Morrow Morning, or drown between you 


25 in the Attempt. 


* Mell, There's Comfort in a Hand ſtreteh'd out, to 
one that's ſinking; thoꝰ ne er ſo far off. 
Mask. No ſinking, nor no Danger, Come, 
cheer up; why you don't know, that while I plead for 
you, your Aunt has given mea retaining Fee ; 
Nay, I am your greateſt Enemy, and ſhe does but Jour- 
ney-Work under me. 

Mell, Ha! How's this ? | 

Mast. What d'ye think of my being employ'd in the 
Execution of all her Plots? Ha, ha, ha, by Heav'n it's 
true; I have undertaken to break the Match, I have un+ 
= dertaken to make your Uncle diſinherit you, to get you 
® turn'd out of Doors; and to and to- Ha, ha, ha, 


I can't tell you for Laughing, O ſhe has open'd her 


5 


Heart to me I am to turn you a grazing, and to 
Ha, ha, ha, marry Cynthia my ſelf; there's a Plot for 
you. 

Mell. Ha! O ſee, I ſee my riſing Sun! Light breaks 
thro* Clouds upon me, and I ſhall live in Day O my 


Maskwell ! How ſhall I thank = praiſe thee ; thou haſt 
| Out- 
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But tell me, how could'ſt 
Ha! How ? 


out-witted Women. 
thou thus get into her Confidence? 


But was it her Contrivance to perſwade my Lady Ply- 2 


ant to this extravagant Belief? 


Mast. It was, and to tell you the Truth, I encou- 


rag*dit for your Diverſion : Tho' it made you a little 
uneaſie for the preſent, yet the Reſſection of it muſt 


needs be entertaining I warrant ſhe was very vio- 


lent at firſt, 
Mell. Ha, ha, ha, ay, ay, a Very Fury; but I was 
moſt afraid ofher Violence at laſt, If you had not 


come as you did 3 I don't know what ſhe might have at- 1 


tempted. 
Mast. Ha, ha, ha, I know her temper Well, 
you muſt know then, that all my Contrivances were but 


Bubbles; till at laſt I pretended to have been long ſe- 
cretly in love with Cynthia; that did my Buſineſs; that 


convinc'd your Aunt, I might be truſted; ſince it was as 


much my Intereſt as hers to break the Match: Then, - 


ſhe thought my Jealouſie might qualific me to aſſiſt her 
in her Revenge. And in ſhort, in that Belief, told me 
the Secrets of her Hearr, Art length we made this Agree- 
ment, if I accompliſh her Deſigns (as I told you before) 


ſhe has ingag d to put Cynthia with all her Fortune into 


my Power. 
Mell, She is moſt gracious in her Favour, 
Well, and dear Jack, how haſt thou contrived ? 


Mast. I would not have you ſtay to hear it now; for | 


I don't know, but the may come this Way ; I am to 
meet her anon; after that, I'll tell you the whole Mat- 


ter; be here in this Gallery an Hour hence, by that time 


L imagine our Conſultation may be over. 
Aell. I will; till then Succels attend thee, 


S CEN E 
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SCENE VIII 
PR WI" TO 


>} TILL then, Succeſs will attend me; for when I 

meet you, I meet the only Obſtacle to my 
Fortune. Cynthia, let thy Beauty gild my Crimes; and 
whatſoever I commit of Treachery or Deceit ſhall be 
i nputed to me as a Merit. Treachery! what Trea- 
chery ? Love cancels all the Bonds of Friendſhip, and 
ſets Men right upon their firſt Foundations. 

Duty to Kings, Piety to Parents, Gratitude to Bene- 
factors, and Fidelity to Friends, are different and parti- 
cular Ties: But the Name of Rival cuts em all aſunder, 
and is a general Acquittance Rival is equal, and 
Love like Death an univerſal Leveller of Mankind; Hal! 


But is there not ſuch a Thing as Honeſty ? Yes, and 
* whoſoever has it about him, bears an Enemy in his 
> Breaſt : For your honeſt Man, as I take it, is that nice, 
© ſcrupulous, conſcientious Perſon, who will cheat no 
Body bur himſelt; ſuch another Coxcomb, as your wiſe 
Man, who is too hard for all the World, and will be 


made a Fool of by no Body, but himſelf: Ha, ha, ha. 


well for Wiſdom and Honeſty, — me Cunning and 


Hypocriſie; oh, tis ſuch a Pleaſure, to angle for fair 
fac'd Fools ! Then that hungry Gudgeon Credulity, 
will bite at any thing Why, let me ſee, I have 
the fame Face, the ſame Words and Accents, when I 
ſpeak what I do think; and when I ſpeak what I do not 
the very ſame and dear Diſſimulati- 
on is the only Art, not to be known from Nature, 


Why will Mankind be Fools, and be deceiv' d: 
And why are Friends and Lovers Oaths believ'd ? 
When, each, who ſearches ſtrictly his own Mind, 
May ſo much Fraud and Power of Baſeneſs find. 


Ca ACT 
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ACTHL SCENET | 


> 
Lerd Touchwood, and Lady Touchwood. q 


= 


Lady Touchwood. 


Lord, can you blame my Brother Plyant, if he re. 
M fuſe his Daughter upon this Provocation ? The 
Contra&'s void by this unheard-of Impiety. A 

Lord Touch. I don't believe it true; he has better 
Principles Pho, 'tis Nonſenſe. Come, come, 
I know my Lady Plyant has a large Eye, and wou'd cen. 
tre every Thing in her own Circle tis not the firſt time 
ſhe has miſtaken Reſpect for Love, and made Sir Paul 4 
jealous of the Civility of an undeſigning Perſon, the 
better to beſpeak his Security in her unfeigned Plea: $ 
ſures. 3 

Lady Touch, You cenſure hardly, my Lord; my Siſ. 7 
ter's Honour is very well known. | 

Lord Touch, Yes, I believe I know ſome that have 
been familiarly acquainted with it. This is a little Trick 
wrought by ſome pitiful Contriyer, envious of my Ne. 
phew's Merit. 3 

Lady Touch. Nay, my Lord, it may be ſo, and I hope 
it will be found fo: But that will require ſome time; 
for in ſuch a Caſe as this, Demonſtration is neceſſary, 

Lord Touch. There ſhould have been Demonſtration 
of the contrary too, before it had been beliey'd : 

Lady Touch. So I ſuppoſe there was. 

Lord Touch. How > Where? When? 

Lady Touch. That I can't tell; nay I don't (ay ther. 
was I am willing to believe as favourably of my 


Nephew asI can. | 
Lord Touch, I don't know that. (Half Aſide, 
Lady Touch, How ? Don't you believe that, ſay you, 

my Lord? 


Lord Touch. No, I don't ſay ſo I confeſs I am 
troubled to find you ſo cold in his Defence. 
Lady 


2110 
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Lady Touch. His Defence! Bleſs me, wau'd you have 
me defend an ill Thing? | 

Lord Touch, You believe it then? 

Lady Touch. I don't know; I am very unwilling to 
ſpeak my Thoughts in any thing that may be to my 
Couſin's Diſadvantage +: beſides, I find, my Lord, you 
are prepared to receive an ill Impreſſion from any Opi- 
nion of mine which is not conſenting with your own : 


But ſince I am like to be ſuſpected in the End, and tis a 


Pain any longer to diſſemble, 1 own it to you; in ſhort [ 


do believe it, nay, and can believe any thing worſe, if it 


were laid to his Charge Don't ask me my Rca - 
ſons, my Lord, for they are not fit to be told you. 

Lord Touch. I'm amaz'd, here muſt be ſomething 
more than ordinary in this. ( Aſide.) Not fit to be told 
me, Madam? You can have no Intereſts, wherein I am 
not concern'd, and conſequently the ſame Reaſons 
ought to be convincing to me, which create you Satiſ- 


faction or Diſquiet. 


Lady Touch, But thoſe which cauſe my Diſquier, I 


am willing to have remote from your hearing. Good 


my Lord, don't preſs me. 

Lord Touch. Don't oblige me to preſs you. 

Lady Touch. Whatever it was, tis paſt: And that is 
better to be unknown which cannot be prevented ; 
therefore let me beg you to reſt ſatisfy d 

Lord Touch, When you have told me, I will 

Lady Touch. You won't, 

Lord Touch. By my Life, my Dear, I will. . 

Lady Touch, What if you can't. 

Lord Touch, How? Then I muſt know, nay I will: 
No more trifling I charge you tell me 
By all our mutual Peace to come; upon your Duty 

Lady Touch. Nay, my Lord, you need ſay no more, 
to make me lay my Heart before you, but don't be thus 
tranſported; compoſe your ſelf: It is not of Concern, 
to make you loſe one Minute's Temper. Tis not indeed, 
my Dear. Nay, by this Kiſs you ſhan't be angry. O 
Lord, I wiſh I had not told you any thing In- 
deed, my Lord, you have. frighted me. Nay, look 
pleas'd, III tell you. "a ; Lord 
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Lord Touch. Well, well, 

Lady Louch. Nay, but will you be calm 
deed it's nothing but 

Lord Touch. But what? 7 

Lady Touch. But will you promiſe me not to be an- Y 


in · 


gry Nay you muſt Not to be angry with 7 
Mellefont———1 dare ſwear he's ſorry and were 
it to do again, would not . 
Lord Touch. Sorry, for what? Death, you rack me 
with Delay. 
Lady Touch. Nay, no great Matter; only Well 
I have your promiſe, Pho, why nothing, only 


your Nephew had a mind to amuſe himſelf ſometimes 
with a little Gallantry towards me. Nay, I can't think 
* any thing ſeriouſly, but merhoughtir looked 
odly. 

Wh Touch, Confuſion and Hell, what do I hear! 

Lady Touch, Or, may be, he though the was not 
enough a-kin to me, upon your Account, and had a 
mind to create a nearer Relation on his own ; a Lover 
you know, my Lord—Ha, ha, ha, Well but that's all— 
Now you have it; well, remember your Promiſe, my 
Lord, and don't take any Notice of it to him, 

Lord Touch, No, no, no Damnation! 

Lady Touch. Nay, I ſwear you muſt not a lit 
tle harmleſs Mirth Only miſplac'd, that's all— 
But if it were more, tis over now, and all's well, For my 
Part I have forgot it; and ſo has he, I hope, for I have 
not heard any thing from him theſe rwo Days. td 

Lord Touch. Theſe two Days! ls it ſo rell VUnnatu - 
ral Villain! Death, I'll have him ſtripp'd and turn'd na- 
ked out of my Doors this Moment, and let him rot and 
periſh, inceſtuous Brute 

Lady Touch O for Heaven's ſake, my Lord, you'll ru- 
in me, if you take ſuch publick Notice of it, it will be a 
Town talk: Confider your own and my Honour 
nay, I told you, you would not be ſatisfied when you 
knew it. 

Lord Touch, Before I've done, I will be ſatisfy d. Un- 


grateful Monſter ! how long ? 
Fady 
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Lady Touch, Lord, I don't know: I wiſh my Lips 
had grown together when I told you Almoſta 
Twelvemonth Nay, I won't tell you any more, 
*rill you are your ſelf Pray, my Lord, don't let the 
Company ſee you in this Diſorder Yet I confeſs 
I can't blame you; for I think I was never ſo ſurpriz'd 
in my Life Who would have thought my Nephew 
could have ſo miſconſtrued my Kindneſs —— Burt will 
you go into your Cloſer, and recover your Temper ? 
Il make an Excuſe of ſudden Buſineſs to the Company, 
and come to you, Pray, good dear my Lord, let me beg 
you do now: I'll come immediately, and tell you all; 
will you, my Lord ? 

Lord Touch, I will I am mute with Wonder, 

Lady Touch, Well but go now, here's ſome body co- 
ming. 

— Touch. Well, go — Lou won't ſtay, for I 
would hear more of this. 

Lady Touch, I follow inſtantly So. 


—— 


— — * 
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'SCENE IL 


Lady Touchwood, Maskwell. 
Maskwell, 


HIS was a maſter · Piece, and did not need my 
Help ——tho' I ſtood ready for a Cue to come 
in and confirm all, had there been Occaſion. 
Lady Touch, Have you ſeen Mellefont ? 
Aas. Thavezandam to meet him here about this 
ume. : 
Lady Touch. How does he bear his Diſappointment ? 
Mast. Secure in my afliſtance, he ſcem'd not much 
afflicted, but rather laugh'd at the ſhallow Artifice, 
which ſo little time muſt of neeeſſity diſcover. Yer he is 
apprehenſive of ſome farther Deſign of yours, and has 
engaged me to watch you. I believe he will — 
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able to prevent your Plot, yet I would have you ule 
Caution and Expedition, 

Lady Touch. Expedition indeed; for all we do, muſt 
be perform'd in the remaining Part of this Ev'ning, and 
before the Company break up; leaſt my Lord ſhould 
cool, and have an Opportunity to talk with him private- 
ly My Lord muſt not ſee him again. 

Mask. By no Means; therefore you muſt aggravate 
my Lord's Diſpleaſure to a Degree that will admit of no 
Conference with him. What think you of men- 
tioning me ? 

Lady Touch. How ? 

Mask, To my Lord, as having been privy to Melle- 
ſont's Deſign upon you, bur ſtill uſing my utmoſt Endea- 
yours to dſſuade him: Tho* my Friendſhip and Love to 
him has made me conceal it; yet you may ſay, I threat- 
ned the next time he attempted any thing of that kind, 
to diſcover it to my Lord. 

Lady Touch, To what end is this: 

Mask. It will confirm my Lord's Opinion of my Ho- 
nour and Honeſty, and create in him a new Confidence 


in me, which [ſhould this Deſign miſcarry] will be ne- ny 


ceſſary to the forming another Plot that | have in my 


Head To you, as well as the reſt. (Aſide, 
Lady Touch. I'll do it [ll tell him you hindred 


him ence from forcing me. 

Mast. Excellent! Your Ladyſhip has a moſt impro- 
ving Fancy. You had beſt go to my Lord, keep him as 
Jong as you can in his Cloſer, and I doubt not but you 
will mould him to what you pleaſe; your Gueſts are ſo 
engaged in their own Follies and Intrigues, they'll miſs 
neither of you, 

Lady Touch, When ſhall we meet ? At eight 
this Evening in my Camber ; there rejoice at our Sue - 
ceſs, and toy away an Hour in Mirth, 

Mack. I will not fai. 
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SCENE III. 
Maskwell alone. 


know what ſhe means by toying away an Hour well 
I enough. Pox I haveloſt all Appetite to her; yet 
ſhe's a fine Woman, and I loy'd her once. But I don't 
know, fince I have been in a great Meaſure kept by her, 
the Caſe is alter'd ; what was my Pleaſure is become my 
Duty: And I have as little Stomach to her now as if I 
were her Husband, Should ſhe ſmoak my Deſign upon 
Cynthia, I were in a fine pickle, She has a damn'd pene- 
trating Head, and know's how to interpret a Coldnefs 
| the right Way; therefore I muſt diſſemble Ardour and 
? FX Ecſtacy, that's reſolv'd ; How eafily and pleaſantly is 
7 that diſſembled before Fruition ! Pox on't, that a Man 
can't drink without quenching his Thirſt. Ha! yonder 


comes Mellefont thoughtful, Let me think: Meet her 
e eight — hum ha! By Heav'n I have it 
3 If I can ſpeak to my Lord before Was it 

* my Brain or Providence? No matter which I 
; 1 will deceive 'em all, and yet ſecure my ſelf: twas a 

p Jucky Thought! Well, this Double-Dealing is a Jewel. 
of Here he comes: now for me 
s (Maskwell pretending not to fee him, walks by him, 
0 4 and ſpeaks as it were to himſelf. 
1 SCENE IV. 

(To him) Mellefont muſing. 
Maskwell, 


ERCY onus! what will the Wickedneſs of this 
1 World come to? Fe 
4 Mell, 
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Mell. How now, Jack ? What, ſo full of Contempla- 
tion that you run over! 

Mask. I'm glad you're come, for I could not contain 
my ſelfany longer : And was juſt going to give ventto 
a Secret, which no Body but you ought to drink down. 
Your Aunt's juſt gone from hence. 

Mell. And having truſted thee with the Secrets of 
her Soul, thou arr villainoufly bent to diſcover em all to 
me, ha? 

Mask. I'm afraid my Frailty leans that way 
But I dont know whether I can in Honour diſcover 
them all. 

Mell. All, all, Man: What, you may in Honour be- 
tray her, as far as ſhe betrays her ſelf. No tragical De- 
ſign upon my Perſon, I hope? 

Mast. No, but it's a comical Deſign upon mine. 

Mell. What doſt thou mean? 

Mask. Liſten and be dumb; we have been bargaining 
abour the Rare of your Ruin 

Muell. Like any two Guardians to an Orphan Heireſs 
— — ell. 

Mast. And whereas Pleaſure is generally paid with 
Miſchief, what Miſchief I do is to be paid with Pleaſure, 

Mell. So when you've ſwallow'd the Potion, you 
ſweeten your Mouth with a Plumb. 

Mask. You are merry, Sir, but ſhall probe your 
Conſtitution. In ſhort, the Price of your Baniſhment 
is to be paid with the Perſon of 

Mell. Of Cynthia, and her Fortune Why, 
you forget; you told me this before. 

No, no So far you are right; and J 


am, as an earneſt of that Bargain, to have full and free 


Poſſeſſion of the Perſon of. 
Mell. Ha! Pho, yourrifle. 
Mask. By this Light, I'm ſerious ; all Raillery apart 
I knew twould ſtun you: This Evening at 
eight, ſhe will receive me in her Bed · Chamber. 
Mell. Hell and the Devil ! is ſhe abandon'd of all 
Grace —— Why the Woman is poſſeſs d 
Mask, Well, will you go in my ſtead ? 


your Aunt, 


Mell, 
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Mell. By Heav'n into a hot Furnace ſooner, 

Mask. No, you would not It would notbe 
ſo convenient, as I can order Matters. 

Mell. What d'ye mean | 

Mast. Mean? Not to diſappoint the Lady, I aſſure 
you Ha, ha, ha, how gravely he Looks ——- 
Come, come, I won't perplex you. *Tis the only Thing 
that Providence could have contriv'd to make me ca- 
pable of ſerving you, either to my Inclination or your 
own Neceſſity. 

Mell. Hew, how, for Heav'ns ſake, dear Maskwel! ? 

Mask, Why thus I'll go according to Appoint- 
ment; you ſhall have notice at the critical Minute to 
come and ſurpriſe your Aunt and me together: Coun» 
terfeit a Rage againſt me, and I'll make my Eſcape 
through the private Paſſage from her Chamber, 
which I'll take care to leave open: "Twill be hard, if 
then you can't bring her to any Conditions. For this 
Diſcovery will diſarm her of all Defence, and leave her 
entirely at your Mercy: Nay, ſhe muſt ever after be in 


awe of you. 


Mell. Let me adore thee, my better Genius / By 
Heav'n I think it is not in the — — to diſap 
point my Hopes My Hopes my Certainty. 

Mask Well, I'll meet you here, within a Quarter of 
eight, and give you Notice. 

Mell. Good Fortune ever go along with thee. 


— 


— tl 


SCENE V. 
| Mellefont, Careleſs, 
Careleſs. 


Ellefont, get out o'th* Way; my Lady ouch eo- 
M ming, and I ſhall never ſucceed while thou art in 
Sight 


Tho' ſhe begins to tack about; but I made 
Love a great while to no Purpoſe. 25 
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Mell. Why what's the Matter: She's convinc'd that 

I dowt care for her. 
Care. I can't get an Anſwer from her, that does not be- 
in with her Honour, or her Virtue, her Religion, or 
— ſuch Cant. Then ſhe has told me thewholeHittory 
of Sir Paul's nine Years Courtſhip; how he has lain for 
whole Nights together upon the Stairs, before her 
Chamber Door; and that the firſt Favour he receiv'd 
from her, was a Piece of an old Scarlet Petticoat for a 
Stomacher; which ſince the Day of his Marriage, he 
has, out of aPiece of Gallantry, converted into a Night- 


Cap, and wears it ſtill with much Solemnity on his Ani- 


verſary * Night. 

Mell. That have ſeen, with the Ceremony there- 
unto belongin For on that Night he creeps in 
at the Bed's Feet like a gull'd Baſſa that has marry'd a 
Relation of the Grand Signior, and that Night he has 
his Arms at Liberty. Did not ſhe tell you at what a Diſ- 
tance ſhe keeps him ? He has confeſsd to me that but at 
ſome certain Times, that is I ſuppoſe when the appre- 
hends being with Child, he never has the Privilege of 
uſing the Familiarity of a Husband with a Wife, He was 
once given to ſcrambling with his Hands and ſprawling 
in his Sleep; and ever ſince ſhe has him ſwadled up in 
Blankets, and his Hands and Feet ſwath'd down, and fo 
put to Bed; and there he lies with a great Beard, like a 
Ruſſian Bear upon a Drift of Snow. You are very great 
with him, I wonder he never told you his Grievances ; 
he will, I warrant you. 

Care. Exceſſively fooliſh! but that which 
gives me moſt Hopes of her, is her telling me of the 
many Temptations, ſhe has reſiſted, 

Mell. Nay, then you have her ; for a Woman's brag- 
ging to a Man that ſhe has overcome Temptations, is 
an Argument that they were weakly offer'd, and a 
Challenge to him to engage her more irreſiſtably. "Tis 
only an inhancing the Price of the Commodity, by tel- 
ling you how many Cuſtomers have underbid her. 
Care. Nay, I don't deſpair Bur till ſhe has a 
grudging to you I talk'd to her *rother Night at 

| My 
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my Lord Froth's Maſquerade, when I'm fatisfy'd ſhe 
knew me, and I had no Reaſon to complain of my Re- 
ception 3 but I find Women are not the ſame bare-fac'd 
and in Masks, and a Vizor diſguiſes their Incli- 
nations as much as their Faces, 2-1 

Mell. 'Tis a Miſtake, for Women may moſt proper- 
ly be ſaid to be unmask'd when they wear Vizors; for 
that ſecures them from bluſhing, and being out of 
Countenance, and next to being inthe Dark, or alone, 
they are moſt truly themſelves in a Vizor Mask. Here 
they come, I'll leave you. Ply her cloſe, and by and by 
clap a Billet doux into her Hand: For a Woman never 
thinks a Man truly in love with her, *till he has been 
Fool enough to think of her out of her Sight, and to 
loſe ſo much time as to write to her. 


SCENE VI. 
Careleſs, Sir Paul Plyant and Lady Plyanr. 


— — 


Sir Paul Plyant. 


8 HA NT we diſturb your Meditation, Mr. Careleſs : 
You wou'd be Private. ; | f 
Care. You bring that along with you, Sir Paul, that 
ſhall be always welcome to my Privacy. | 
Sir P. O, ſweet Sir, you load your humble Servants, 
both me and my Wife, with continual Favours. | 
Lady P. Sir Paul, What a Phraſe was there? You 
will be making Anſwers, and taking that upon you, 
which ought to lie upon me: That you ſhould have ſo lir- 
tle Breeding to think Mr. Careleſs did not apply himſelf 
to me. Pray what have you to entertain any Bodies 
Privacy? I ſwear and declare in the Face of the World, 
I'm ready to bluſh for your Ignorance. 9 
Sir P. Iacquieſce, my Lady; but don't ſnub ſo loud 
| (Aſide to her 
Lady 


Fd 
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Lady P. Mr. Careleſs, if a Perſon that is wholly illire- 
rate, might be ſupoſed to be capable of being qualify'd ; 
to make a ſuitable Return to thoſe Obligations, which 

you are pleav'd to confer upon one, that is wholly inca- 
pable of being qualify'd in all choſe Circumſtances, I'm 
ſure, I ſhou'd rather attempt it than any thing in the 
World, (Cour'tſies) for I'm ſure, there's nothing in the 
World that I would rather. (Court ſies) But I know Mr. 
Careleſs is ſo great a Critick and ſo fine a Gentleman, 
that it is impoſſible for me 
Care. O Heav'ns! Madam, you confound me. 
Sir P, Gads-bud, ſhe's a fine Perſon 

Lady p. O Lord! Sir, pardon me, we Women have 
not thoſe Advantages : I know my own Imperfections 
hut at the ſame time you mult give me leave to de- 
clare in the Face of the World, that no Body is more 
ſenſible of Favours and Things ; for with the Reſerve of 

my Honour, I aſſure you, Mr. Careleſs, I don't know 

any Thing in the World, I would reſuſe to a Perſon fo 

1 You'll pardon my want of Expreſ- 
on. 

» Care. O your Ladyſhip is abounding in all Excel- 

lence, particularly that of Phraſe. 

Lady P. Lou are ſo obliging, Sir. 

Care. Your Ladyſhip is ſo charming, 

Sir P. So, now, now; now, my Lady. 
Lady P. So well bred. 

Care. So ſurprizing. 

Lady P. So well dreſt, ſo bone mine, ſo eloquent, fo 
— ſo eaſie, ſo free, ſo particular, fo agree - 
f 

Sir P. Ay, ſo, ſo, there. 

Care. O Lord, I beſeech you, Madam, don't——- 

Lady P. So gay, ſo I ſo good Teeth, ſo fine 
Shape, ſo fine Limbs, ſo fine Linnen, and I don't doubt 
but you have a very good Skin, Sir. 

Care. For Heay'ns ſake, Madam I'm quite out 
of Countenance. 
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Sir P. And my Lady's quite out of Breath; or elſe 
you ſhould hear Gad's bud, you may talk of my 
Lady Froth 

Care. O ſie, fie, not to be named of a Day—— My 
Lady Froth is very well in her Accompliſhments —— — 
But it is when my Lady Plyant is not thought of —— If 
that can never be. 

Lady P. O you overcome me that is ſo ex- 
ceſſive. x 

Sir P. Nay, I fwear and row that was pretty. 

Care, O Sir Paul, you are the happieſt Man alive. 
Such a Lady ! that is the Envy of her own Sex, and the 
Admiration of ours. 

Sir P. Your humble Servant. I am, I thank Heay'n, 
in a ſine way of living, as I may ſay peacefully and hap- 
pily, and I think need notenvy any of my Neighbours, 
beſſed be Providence Ay truly, Mr. Careleſs, my 
Lady is a great bleſſing, a fine, diſcreet, well-ſpoken 
Woman as you ſhall ſee Ifit becomes me to ſay ſo; 
and we live very comfortably together; ſhe is a little 
haſty ſome times, and ſo am I; but mine's ſoon over, 


; 1 and then I'm ſo forry— O, Mr. Careleſs, ifit were not 


for one 


8 * I Tao 


— 


SCENE VII 


Carcleſs, Sir Paul Plyant, Lady Plyant, Boy with 
a Letter, 


Lady Plyant. 
OW often have you been told of that, you Jacka- 


. napes ? | | 
Sir P, Gad ſo, gad's-bud Tim, — 5 hy my 


Lady, you ſhould have carry'd it ro my Lady 
Boy, Tis directed to your Worſhip. 


Sir P. Well, well, my Lady reads all Letters firſt 


Child do ſo no more; dye hear Tim, 
Bey. No, and't pleaſe you, SCENE 


oP 


- Summer's Day 
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SCENE VIII. 


Careleſs, Sir Paul Plyant, Lady Plyant. 
Sir Paul Plyant. 


Humour of my Wife's, you know Women have 

little Fancies But as I was telling you, Mr. 
Careleſs, if it were not for one thing, I ſhould think my 
ſelfthe happieſt Man in the World ? indeed that touches 
me near, very near. 

Care, What can that be, Sir Paul? 

Sir P. Why, I have, I thank Heav'n, a very plentiful 
Fortune, a good Eſtate in the Country, ſome Houſes in 
Town, and ſome Mony, a pretty tolerable perſonal 
Eſtate; and it is a great Grief to me, indeed it is, Mr, 
Careleſs, that I have not a Son to inherit this Tis 
true, I have a Daughter, and a fine Dutiful Child ſhe is, 
though I ſay it, bleſſed be Providence I my ſay; for 
indeed, Mr. Careleſs, | am mightily beholden to Provi- 
dence A poor unworthy Sinner But if [ 
had a Son, ah, that's my Affliction, and my only Afflic- 
tion; indeed I cannot refrain Tears when it comes in 
my Mind, | (Cries, 

Care. Why, methinks that might be eaſily remedied 
my Lady's a fine likely Woman 
Sir P, Oh, a fine likely Woman as you ſhall ſee in a 
Indeed ſhe is, Mr. Careleſs, in all 


Reſpects. 

1 Care. And I ſhould not have taken you to have been 

o old 
Sir P. Alas, that's not it, Mr. Careleſs; ah ! that's not 

it ; no, no, you ſhoot wide of the Mark a mile; indeed 

you do, that's not it, Mr. Careleſs ; no, no, that's not it. 
Care. No; what can be the Matter then? | 


Sir p. 
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Sir P. You'll ſcarcely believe me, when I ſhall tell 
ou my Lady is ſo Nice It's very ſtrange, but 
it's true: Too true ſhe's ſo very Nice, that I 
don't believe ſhe would touch a Man for the world 
At leaſt not above once a Lear; I'm ſure I have found it 
ſo; and alas, what's once a Year to an old Man, who 
would do good in his Generation? Indeed it's true, Mr. 
Careleſs, ic breaks my Heart I am her Husband, 
as I may ſay ; though far unworthy of that Honour, yet 
I am her Husband ; but alas-a-day, I have no more Fa- 
miliarity with het Perſon as to that Matter---— 
than with my own Mother no indeed. 

Care. Alas a- day, this is a lamentable Story; my La- 
dy muſt be told on't ; ſhe muſt *ifaith, Sir Paul; *tis an 
Injury to the World. | 

Sir P. Ah! would to Heav'n you would, Mr. Care- 
leſs you are mightily in her Favour, | | 
Care. IL warrant you; what, we muſt have a Son 
ſome way or other, | | | 

Sir P. Indeed, I ſhould be mightily bound to you, 
if you could bring it about, Mr. Careleſs, | 

Lady p. Here, Sir Paul, it's from your Steward, here's 
a Return of 600 Pounds; you may take fifty of it for 
the next half year. | (Gives him the Letter, 


PP Ec 


SCENE IX. 
(To them.) Lord Froth, Cynthia, 
Sir Paul Plyant, 


OW does my Girl ? come hither to thy Father 
H poor Lamb, thou'rt Melancholick. | 
Lord Froth. Heav'n, Sir Paul, you amaze me, of all 
things in the World- Lou are never pleas d but 
we are all upon the broad Grin; all Laugh and no Com- 
pany ; ah, then tis ſuch a Sight to ſee ſome Teeth 
Sure you're a great Admirer of my Lady Whrfter,Mr. 
11 
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Sneer, and Sir Laurence Loud, and that Gang. 

Sir P. I yow and ſwear ſhe's a very merry Woman; 
but I think ſhe laughs a litttle roo much. 

Lord Froth. Merry! O Lord, what a Character that 
is of a Woman of Quality You have been at my 
Lady Nhifler's upon her Day, Madam; 

Cin. Yes, my Lord I muſt humour this Fool, 

(Aſide, 

Lord Froth. Well and how ? hee! what is your Senſe 
of the Converſation ? 

Cyn. O moſt ridiculous, a perpetual Conſort of | 
laughing without any Harmony; for ſure, my Lord, 
to laugh out of Time, is as diſagreeable as to ſing out of 
Time or out of Tune. 

Lord Froth. Hee, hee, hee, right; and then, my 
Lady Whifter is ſo ready ſhe al way comes in three 
Bars too ſoon And then what do they laugh at? 
For you know laughing without a Jeſt is as impertinent; 
hee ! as, as 4 

Cyn. As dancing without a Fiddle, | 

Lord Froth, Juſt, 'ifaith : that was at my Tongue's 
end, 

Cyn. But that cannot be properly ſaid of them, for 
I think they are all in good Nature with the World, 
and only laugh at one another; and you mult allow 
they haveall Jeſts in their Perſons, though they have 
none in their Converſation. 

Lord Froth, True, as I'm a Perſon of Honour 
For Heav*ns ſake let us ſacrifice *em to Mirth a little. 


| (Enter Boy and Whiſpers Sir Paul. 
Sir P. Gads ſo Wife, Wife, my Lady Plyant, I 
havea word. 


Lady P. I'm buſie, Sir Paul; I wonder at your Im- 
pertinence 

Care. Sir Paul, harkye, I'm reaſoning the Matter 
you know; Madam, — if your Ladyſhip pleaſe; we'll 
diſcourſe of this in the next Room. 

Sir P, O ho, I wiſh you good Succeſs. I wiſh you 
good Succeſs, Boy, tell my Lady, when ſhe has done, 
I would ſpeak with her below. © 
"39 SCENE 


_ . 3 
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SC ENB X. 


Cynthia, Lord Froth, Lady Froth, Brisk. 
Lady Froth. 


HEN you think that Epiſode between Suſan, the 

Dairv-maid, and our Coach -· Man is nut amiſs; you 

know, I may ſuppoſe the Dairy in Town, as well as in 
the Country. 

Brisk. Incomparable, let me periſh But then 
being an Heroick Poem, had not you better call him a 
Charioteer? Charioteer ſounds great ; beſides your Lady- 
ſhip's Coachman having a red Face, and you comparing 
him to the Sun —— and you know the Sun is call'd 
Heaw ns Charicteer, 

Lady Froth. Oh, infinitely better; I'm extreamly 
beholden to you for the Hint; ſtay, we'll read over 
thoſe half a Score Lines again, (Pulls out a Paper) Let 
me ſec here, you know what goes before the Com- 
pariſon, you know. (Reads, 

For as the Sun ſhines ev'ry Day, 
So of our Coachman I may ſay. 

Brisk, I'm afraid that Simile won't do in wet Wea- 
ther Becauſe you ſay the Sun ſhines ev'ry Day. 

Lady Froth. No, for the Sun it wort, but it will do 
for the Coachman, for you know there's moſt Occaſion 
for a Coach in wet Weather. 

Brist. Right, right; that ſaves all. 

Lady Froth, Then I don't ſay the Sun ſhines all the 
Day, but that he peeps now and then, yet he does ſhine 
all the Day too, you know, tho' we don't [ee him. 

F Brist. Right, but the Vulgar will never comprehend 
"ar, | . 
LadyFroth* Well, you ſhall hear 


Let me lee. 


\ Reads.) For as the Sun ſhines ev'ry Day, 


So, of our Coachman I may ſay, 
He ſhows his drunken fiery Face, 
. Juſt as the Sun does, more or leſs. 
oh My; © Brisk, 


— > 
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Brisk, That's right, all's well, all's well. More or leſi. 
Lady Froth. Reads.) 
And when at Night his Labours done, 
Then too, like Heav'ns Charioteer the Sun: 
Ay, Charioteer does better, 
Into the Dairy he deſcends, 
And there his Whipping and his Driving ends; 
There he's ſecure from Danger of a Bill, 
His Fare 1s paid him, and he ſets in Milk. 

For Suſan, you know, is Thetis and ſo 

Brist. Incomparable well and proper, I gad 
But l have one Exception to make Don't you think 
Bilk (1 know it is good Rhime) but don't you think Blk 
and Fare too like a Hackney Coach-man ? 

Lady Froth. I ſwear and vow I'm afraid fo 
And yetour Jehu was a Hackney Coach-man, when my 
Lord took him. | 

Brisk, Was he? I'm anſwer'd, if Jehu was a Hack- 
ney Coach-man You may put that in the marginal 
Notes tho), to prevent Criticiſm ——— Only mark it 
with a ſmall Aſteriſm, and ſay, Jehu was formerly 
a Hackney Coach · man. 

Lady Froth. 1 will; you'd oblige me extreamly to 
write Notes to the whole Pocm, 

Brist. With all my Heart and Soul, and proud of the 
vaſt Honour, let me periſh. | 

Lord Froth. Hee, hee, hee, my Dear, have you done 
won't you join with us? we were laughing at my 

Lady Whifler and Mr. Szeer, 
Lady Froth. -——Ay my Dear —— Were you? Oh 
filthy Mr. Sneer; he's a nauſcous Figure, a moſt fulſa- 
mick Fop, foh He ſpent two Days together in 
going about Covent-Garden to ſuit the Lining of his 
- Coach with his Complexion. | 

Lord Froth, O filly! yet his Aunt is as fond of him, 
as if ſhe had brought the Ape into the World her ſelf, 

Brist. Who, my Lady Toothleſs ? O, ſhe's a mortify- 
ing SpeQacle; (he's always chewing the Cud like an 
old Te. ; 5k 

Cyn. Fie, Mrs Brist! B ringo's fot her Cough, R ty 

E 8 4 
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dy Froth, I have ſeen her take em half chew'd out of 
er mouth, to laugh, and then put 'em in again—— 
Foh, ' 

Lord Froth. Foh, 

Lady Froth, Then ſhe's always ready to laugh when 
Sneer offers to ſpeak And ſits in expectation of his 
no Jeſt, with her Gums bare, and her Mouth open 

Brisk. Like an Oyſter at low Ebb, 1'gad Ha, ha, 


ha. 
Cyn. (Aſide.) Well, I find there are no Fools ſo in- 


conſiderable in themſelves, but they can render other 
People contemptible by expoſing their Infirmities. 

Lady Froth. Then that t'other great ſtrapping La- 
dy I can't hit of her Name ; the old fat Fool 
that paints ſo exorbitantly. 


Brisk. I know whom you mean Bur deuce 
take me I can't hit of her Name neither Paints, 
d'ye ſay ? Why (he la ys it on with a Trowel Then 


ſhe has a great beard that briſtles through it, and makes 
her look as if ſhe were plaiſter d with Lime and Hair, 
ler me periſh. | 

Lady Froth, Oh you made a Song upon her, Mr. 
Brisk. 

Brist. He? egad, ſo I did 
it. 
Cyn. O good my Lord let's hear it. 

Brisk. Tis nota Song neither It's a Sort of 
an Epigram, or rather an Epigramatick Sonnet; | don't 
know what to call it, but it's - Satire. Sing it, 
my Lord, 


my Lord can ſing 


Lord Froth, ſings. 
Ancient Phillis has young Graces, 
*Tis a ſtrange thing, but a true one; 
© Shall I tell you how? 
She her ſelf makes her own Faces, 
And each morning wears 4 new one 3 
Where's the Wonder now ? 
Brisk. Short, but there's Salt ind. my way ot wr. ng, 


1381 SCENE 
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SCENE Xl. 


(To them.) Footman. 
Lady Froth, 


OW now ? | 
Foot. Your Ladyſhip's Chair is come, 

Lady Froth. Is Nurſe and the Child in it? 

Foot, Yes, Madam. | 

Lady Froth. O the dear Creature! let's gs ſee it. 

Lord Froth. I ſwear, my Dear, you'll ſpoil that Child, 
with ſending it to and again ſo often this is the ſeventh 
time the Chair has gone for her to Day. 

Lady Froth. O-law, I ſwear it's but the ſixth 
and I han't ſcen her theie two Hours The poor 
dear Creature L ſwear, my Lord, you don't love 
poor little Sapho Come, my Dear Cynthia, Mr, 
Brist, we'll go ſee Sapho, tho* my Lord won't, 

Cyr. I'll wait upon your Ladyſhip, 

Brist. Pray, Madam, how old is Lady Sapho ? 

Lady Frorh, Three Quarters, but | ſwear ſhe has a 
World of Wir, and can ſing a Tune already. My Lord, 
won't you go ? won't you? What, not to ſce Saph ? Pray, 
ay Lord, come ſce little Saph, I knew you cou'd not 

ay. 


— 


* 


SCENE. XII. 


Cynthia, alone. 


Ll 


7 


I Snot ſo hard to counterfeit Joy in the Depth of 
1 Afiction, as to diſſemble Mirth in Company of 
Foois Why ſhould I call *em Fools? The World 


thinks better of em; for theſe have Quality and Educa- 
tien, Wit and fine Convetſation, are recciv'd and ad- 
mir'd by the World — If not, they like and ad- 

nure 


. 
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mirethemſelves And why is not that true Wif- 
dom, for 'tis Happineſs: And for ought I know, we 


have miſapply'd the Name all this while, and miſtaken 
the Thing: Since. 


If Happineſs in Self: Content is plac'd, 
The Wiſe are wretched, and Fools only Bleſi d. 


— 


_ 


— — 


ACT W. 8c 
Mellefont and Cynthia. 
Cynthia. 


1 Heard him loud as I came by the Cloſet Door, and 
my Lady with him, bur ſhe ſeem'd to moderate his 
Paſſion. | 

Mell, Ay, Hell thank her, as gentle Breezes mode- 
rate a Fire; bur 1 ſhall counter-work her Spells, and 
ridethe Witch in her own Bridle. 

Cyn. It's impoſſible ; ſhe'll caſt beyond you ſtill 
III lay my Life it will never be a Match. 

Mell. What? ; 

Cyn. Between you and me. 

Mell. Why ſo? 

Cyn. My Mind gives me it won't becauſe we 
are both willing; we each of us ſtrive to reach the Goal, 
and hinder one another in the Race; I ſwear it never 
does well when the Parties are ſo agreed For 
when People walk Hand in Hand, there's neither over- 
taking nor meeting: We hunt in Couples where we 
both purſue the ſame Game, but forget one another, 
and ' tis becauſe we are ſo near that we don't think of 
coming together. 

Mell. Hum, gad I believe there's ſomething in't 3-— 
Marriage is the Game that we hunt, and while we think 


that we only have it in view, I don't ſee but we have it 
in our Power. 
8 . Cyn. 


| 


f 
{ 
. 
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 Cyn. Within reach; for Example, give me your 
Hand] you have look'd through the wrong End of the 
Perſpective all this while; for nothing has been between 
us but our Fears, 1 | 
Alell. I don't know why we ſhould not ſteal out of 
the Houſe this very Moment and marry one another, 
without Conſideration or the Fear of Repentance. Pox 
o' Fortune, Portion, Settlements and Jointures. 
' 'Cyn. Ay, ay, what have we to do with em; you 
know we marry for Love. We | 
* Mell. Love, Love, down-right very villainous Love. 
Cyn. And he that can't live upon Love, deſerves to 
die in a Ditch. Here then, I give you my Pro- 
miſe, in ſpight of Duty, any Temptation of Wealth, 
your Inconſtancy, or my own Inclination to change--— 
' Mell, To run moſt wilfully and unreaſonably away 


with me this Moment, and be married. 


Cyn. Hold Never to marry any body elſe. 
Mell. That's but a kind of Negative Conſent 
Why, you won't baulk the Frolick? 
Cyn. If you had not been fo aſſured of your own 
Conduct I would not But *tis but reaſonable 
that fince I conſentto like 4 Man without the vile Con- 
ſideration of Mony, he ſhould give mea very evident 
Demonſtration of his Wit : Therefore let me ſee you 
undermine my Lady Touchwood, as you boaſted, an 
force her to give her Conſent, and then? 
ell. Tlldo'n, © 
_ Cyn. And l'Il doꝰt. 4 
_—_ This very nextenſuing Hour of cight a Clock 
is the laſt Minute of her Reign, unleſs the Devil afliſt her 
in propria perſona, © | | '$ 
Cyn. Well, if the Devil, ſhould aſſiſt her, and your 
Plot miſcarry | WE 


' Mell, Ay, what am I to truſt to then? 
Cyn. Why if you give me a very clear Demonſtrati- 
on that it was the Devil, I'll allow for irreſiſtible Odds. 
But if I find it to be only Chance, or Deſtiny, or unlucky - 
Stars, or any thing bur the very Devil, I'm inexorable: 
4 keep my word, and live a Maid for your 
— R ll, 


Only Rill L 
fake. 
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Mell. And you won't die one, for your own; ſo ſtill 

there's Hope. | | 
Cyn. Here's my Mother-in-Law, and your Friend 

Careleſs ; I would not have em ſee us together yet. 


— 


SCENE I. 
Careleſs and Lady Plyan: 
Lady Plyant. 


1 Swear, Mr. Careleſs, you are very alluring And 
ſay ſo many fine Things, and nothing is ſo moving ta 
measa fine Thing, Well, I muſt do you this juſtice, 
and declare in the * of the World, never any body 
gain'd ſo far upon me as your ſelf; with Bluſhes I muſt 
own it, you have ſhaken, as I may ſay, the very Founda- 
tion of my Honour Well, ſure if I eſcape your Im- 
portunities, I ſhall value my ſelf as long as I live, I 
ſwear. | 

Care. And deſpiſe me. 


| (Sighing. 

Lady P. Thelaſt of any Man in the World, by my 
Purity; now you make me ſwear — O Gratitude 
forbid, that I ſhould ever be wanting ina reſpectful Ac- 
- knowledgement of an intire Reſignation of all my beſt. 
Wiſhes, for the Perſon and Parts of ſo accompliſh'd a 
Perſon, Whoſe Merit challenges much more, I'm ſure, 
than my illiterate Praiſes can deſcription———— _ 

Care, (in a whining Tone.) Ah Heav'ns, Madam, you 
ruin me with Kindneſs ; your charming Tongue purſues 
the Victory of your Eyes, while at your Feet your poor 
Adorer dies. -. - | 

Lady P. Ah! very fine, 

Care. (ſtill whining.) Ah why are you ſo Fair, ſo be- 
witching;Fair ? O let me grow to the Ground here, and 
feaſt upon that Hand; Olet me preſs it to my Heart, 
my trembling Heart, the nimble Movement ſhall in- 
ſtruct your Pulſe, and teach it to alarm Deſire. 

| EY ung (au, 
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( Zeons, I'm almoſt at the end of my Cant, if ſhe does not 

yield quickly, | (Aſide. 

Lady P. O that's ſo fine, I cannot hear it—— I am 
not lafe if I ſtay, and muſt leave you. 

Care. And muſt you leave me! Rather let me lan- 
guiſh out a wretched Life, and breath my Soul beneath 
your Feet, | Aſide. 
(muſt ſay the ſame thing over again, and can't help it. 

Lady P. I ſwear I'm ready to languiſh too O 
my Honour! Whither is it going? I proteſt you have 
given me the Palpitation of the Heart. 

Care. Can you be ſo cruel ? | 
Lady P. O riſe I beſecch you, ſay no more 'till you 
riſe Why did you kneel ſo long? Iſwear I was 
ſo tranſported, I did not ſec it. Well, to ſhew you 
how far you have gain'd upon me; I aſſure you if Sir 
Paul ſhould die, of all Mankind there's none I'd 
{ooner make my ſecond Choice. 

Care. O Heav'n!I can't out. live this Night without 
your Favour I feel my Spirits faint, a general 
Dampneſs over-ſpreads my Face, a co!d deadly Dew ale 
ready vents through all my Pores, and will ro-Morrow 
walh me for ever from your Sight, and drown me in my 
Tomb, 

Lady P. O you have conquer'd, ſweet, melting, md- 
ving Sir, you have conquer'd What Heart of 
Marble can refrain to weep, and yield to ſuch ſad Says 
ings. Cries. 

Care. I thank Heav'n, they are the ſaddeſt that I ever 
faid—— Oh! (I Hall ne ver contain Laughter. (Aſide. 

Lady P. Oh, I yield my ſelf all up to your uncon- 
troulable Embraces Say, thou dear dying Man, 
when, where, and hovv. Ah,there's Sir Paul. 

Care. Slife, yonder's Sir Paul; but if he were nor 
eome, I'm ſo tranſported I cannot ſpcał This 
Note will inform you, (Gives her a Note, 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Lady Plyant, Sir Paul Plyant, Cynthia. 


Sir Paul Plyant. 


HOU art my tender Lambkin, and ſhalt do what 
T thou v ilt But endeavour to forget this Mel- 
lefont. 4 

Cyn, I would obey you to my Power, Sir; but if I i 
have not him, [ have ſworn never to marry, | | 

Sir P. Never to marry! Heav*ns forbid ; muſt I neither | 
haveSons nor Grandſons? muſt the Fam ly of the Plyants ny 
be utterly extinct for want of Ifſue Male. Oh: Impietyj? 
But did you ſwear, did that ſweet Creature ſwear ! ha? " 
How durſt you ſwcar without my Conſent, ah? Gads- i 
bud, who am 1? | | 

Cyn. Pray don't be angry, Sir; when I ſwore, I had 
your Conſent ; and therefore l ſwore. 

Sir E. Why chen the revoking my Conſent does an- 
nul, or make of none effect your Oath: So you may un- | 
ſwear it again The Law will allow it, 

Cyn. Ay, but my Conſcience never will. 

Sir P. Gass - bud no matter for that, Conſcience and 
Law never go together; you muſt not expect that. 

Lady P. Ay, but Sir Paul, I conceive if the has ſworn, 
d'ye mark me, if ſhe has once ſworn, it is moſt unchriſti- 
an, inhuman, and obſcene that ſhe ſhould break it. 

I'll make up the Match again, becauſe Mr. Careleſs 
ſaid it would oblige him, (Aſide. 
Sir P. Does your Lady ſhip conceive ſo Why, 
I was of that Opinion once too Nay if vour La- 
dyſhip conceives ſo, I am of that Opinion again; but I 
can neither find my Lord nor my Lady to Vie what. 
they intend. 


Lady P. I'm fatisfy'd that my Couſin Mellefone bas 


been much wrong'd, 


Cyn, ( Aſide.) Pm amaz'd to find her of our fide, for x 


Lady 


I'm ſure the loy'd him, 
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Lady P. I know my Lady Touchwood has no kindneſs 
for him : and beſides I have been inform'd by Mr. Care- 
teſs, that Aelleſont had never any thing more than a 
. Refpect That he has own'd himſelf 
o be my Admirer tis true, but he was neyer ſo pre- 
ſumptuous to entertain any diſhonourable Notions of 
Things ; ſo that if this be made plain I don't fee 
how, my N can in Conſcience or Honour, or 
any thing in the World | ; 

Sir P, Indeed if this be made plain, as my Lady your 
Mother ſays, Child | : : 

Lady P. Plain: I was inform'd of it by Mr. Careleſs 
And I aſſure you Mr. Careleſs is a Perſon 
that has a moſt extraordinary Reſpe& and Honour for 
you Sir Paul, | 
' Cyn, (Aſide.) And for your Ladyſhip too, I believe, 
or elſe you had not chang'd Sides ſo ſoon ; now I begin 
to find it. 

Sir P. I am much oblig'd to Mr. Careleſs really, he is 
a Perſon that I have a great Value for, not only for that, 
but becauſe he has a great Veneration for your Lady- 


E P. O laſs, no indeed, Sir Paul, tis upon your 
Account: 

Sir P. No, I proteſt and vow, I have no Title to his 
Eſteem, but in having the Honour to appertain in ſome 
Meaſure to your Ladyſhip, that's all. 

Lady P. O law now, I ſwear and declare, it ſhan't be 


ſo, you're too Modeſt, Sir Paul. 
Sir P, It becomes me, when there is any Compariſon 


made, between 

Lady P. O fy, fy, Sir Paul, you'll put me out of 
Countenance Your very obedient and affectio- 
nate Wife; thar's all And highly honour'd in 
that Title. 

Sir P. Gads-bud I am tranſported ! give me leave to 
kiſs your Ladyſhip's Hand. 

Cyn. That my poor Father ſhould be ſo very filly ! 

(Aſide. 


Lady 
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Lady P. My Lip indeed, Sir Paul, I ſwear you ſhall. 
(He kiſſes her and bows very low. 

Sir P. I humbly thank your Ladyſhip I don't 
know whether I fl on Ground, or walkin Air. 
Gad's-bud, ſhe was never thus before Well, I muſt 
own my ſelfthe moſt beholden to Mr. Careleſs As 
ſure as can be this is all his doing, ſomething 
that he has ſaid ; well, 'tis a rare thing to have an inge» 
nious Friend. Well your Ladyſhip 1s of Opinion that 
the Match may go forward? 

Lady P. By all means Mr. Careleſs has ſatis- 
fy'd me of the Matter. | | 

Sir P. Well, why then Lamb you may keep your 
Oath, but have a care of making raſh Vows; come hi- 
ther; to me, and kiſs Papa. | 

Lady P. I ſwear and declare, I am in ſuch a twiter to 
read Mr. Careleſs his Letter, that I can't forbear any 
longer But _— I may read all Letters firſt 
by Prerogative, yet I'll be ſure to be unſuſpeRed this 
time, Sir Paul, f 

Sir p. Did your Ladyſhip call? 

Lady P. Nay, not to interrupt you, my Bea. 
Only lend me your Letter, which you had from your 
Steward to Day : I would look upon the Account againz 
and may be increaſe your Allowance. 

Sir P. There it is, Madam; Do you want a Pen and 
Ink ? (Bows and gives the Letter, 

Lady P. No, no, nothing elſe, I thank you, Sir Paul. 
So, now I can read my own Letter under the 
Cover of his. | | | (Aſide, 

Sir P, He? and wilt thou bring a Grandſon at nine 
Months end—— He? A brave chopping Boy. TI 
ſertle a thouſand Pound a Year upon {the Rogue as ſoon 
as ever he looks me in the Face, I will Gads-bud. I'm 
overjoy'd to think I have any of my Family that will 
bring Children into the World. For I would fain have 
ſome Reſemblance of my ſelf in my Poſterity, he Thy? 
can't you contrive that affair, Girl? Do, Gads· bud, 
think on thy old Father; he? Make the young Rogue 
as like as you can. 


* 


ä 
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Cyn, I'm glad to ſee you ſo merry, Sir, 

Sir P. Merry. Gads · bud I'm ſerious, III give thee 5ool, 
for every Inch of him that reſembles me; ah this Eye, 
this left Eye! A thouſand Pound for this left Eye. This 
has done Execution in its time, Girl ; why thou hait my 
Leer, Huffcy. juſt thy Father's Leer. Let it be tranl- 
mitted to the Young Rogue by the help of Imaginati- 
on; why ꝛtis the Mark of our Family, Thy; our Houſe 


is diſtinguilh'd by a languiſhing Eye, as the Houle of 


Auſtria is by a thick Lip, Ah: when I was of 
your Age Huſſey, | would have held fifty to one, I could 
have drawn my own Picture Gads-bud I could 
have done— not ſo much as you neither, but 
nay, don't bluſh 

Cyn. I don't bluſh, Sir, for I vow I don't under- 
ſtand 

Sir P. Pihaw, Pſhaw, you fib you Baggage, you do 
underſtand, and you ſhall underſtand ; come don't be ſo 
nice, Gads-bud don't learn after your Mother-in-Law 
my Lady here: Marry Heav'n forbid that you {bould 
follow her Example, that would ſpoil all indeed. Bleſs 
us, if you ſhould take a Vagarie and make a raſh Reſolu- 
tion on your Wedding Night, to die a Maid, as ſhe did; 
all were ruin'd, all my Hopes loſt My Heart would 
break, and my Eſtate would be left to the wide World, 
he? I hope you are a better Chriſtian than to think of 
living a Nun; he? anſwer me. 

Cyn. I'm all Obedience, Sir, to your Commands. 

Lady P. (Having read the Letter.) O dear Mr. Care. 
leſs, I ſwear he writes charmingly, and he looks char- 
mingly, and he has charm'd me, as much as have 
charm'd him; and ſo [I'll tell him in the Wardrobe when 
tis dark. O Crimine ! I hope Sir Paul has not ſeen both 
Letters. | 

. (Puts the Letter haſtily up, and gives him her own. 

Sir Paul, here's your Letter; to Morrow-Morning I'll 
ſettle Accounts to your Advantage. 


— 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
(To them.) Brisk. 
Brisk, 


| 8 IR Paul, Gads-bud you're an uncivil Perſon, let me 


tell you, and all that; and I did not think it had 


been in you. 


Sir P. O law, what's the Matter now? I. hope you 
are not angry, Mr. Brist. 

Brisk. Deuce take me I believe you intend to marry 

our Daughter your ſelf; you're always brooding over 
* like an old Hen, as if ſhe were not well hatch'd, 
I'gad, he? 

Sir P. Good ſtrange ! Mr. Brisk is ſuch a merry face- 
tious perſon, he, he, he. No, no, I have done with her, 
I have done with her now. 

Brisk. The Fiddles have ſtay'd this Hour in the Hall, 
and my Lord Froth wants a Partner, we can never begin 
without her. : 

Sir P. Go, go Child, go, get you gone and dance and 
be merry, I'll come and look at you by and by. 


Where's my Son Melleſont. 


Lady P. I'll ſend him to them: I know where he i 
Brisk. Sir Paul, will you ſend Careleſs into the Hall 
if you meet him ? 
Sir P. I will, I will, I'll go and look for him on pur: 
poſe. ? 


Nt 


SCEENE V. 
Brisk alone. 
8 O, now they are all gone, and I have an Opportunity 


to ptactiſe . — Ah! my dear Lady Nrerb! She's 
E a mo 
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Servant; 


dam, nothing at all I'gad, I was fallen into the moiſt 


foloud? 


a moſt engaging Creature, if ſhe were not ſo fond of 
that damn'd coxcombly Lord of hers z and yet lam 
forced to allow him Wit too, to keep in with me 
No matter, ſhe's a Woman of Parts, and I'gad Parts 
will carry her. She ſaid ſhe would follow me into the 
Gallery Now to make my Approaches 
Hem hem! Ah Ma- (Bows.) dam Pox on't, why 
ſhould I diſparage my Parts by thinking what to ſay > 
None but dull Rogues Thizk ; witty Men, like rich Fel- 
lows, are always ready for all Expences ; while your 


' Blockheads, like poor needy Scound rels, are forced to 


examine their Stock, and forecaſt the Charges of the 
Day. Here ſhe comes, I'll ſeem not to ſee her, and try 
to win her with a new airy Invention of my own: hem ! 


SCENE VII. 
(To him) Lady Froth. 
Brisk Sings walking about, 


M ſick with Love, ha, ha, ha, pr'ythee come cure mei- 
m ſick with, &c. 

O ye Pow'rs! O my Lady Frozh ! my Lady Froth, my 

LadyFroth,Heigh ho Break myHeart; Gods I thank you, 

(Stands muſing with his Arms a-croſs. 

Lady Froth. O Heav'ns, Mr. Brist! What's the Mat- 
ter? 5 

Brist. My Lady Froth ! Your Ladiſhip's moſt humble 

The Matter, Madam? Nothing, Ma- 


agrecable Amuſement in the whole Province of Con- 
templation: That's all (Ell ſeem to conceal my 
Paſſion, and that will look like ReſpeR.) (Aſide. 

Lady Froth. Bleſs me, why did you call out upon me 


Brist. O Lord, I, Madam! I befeech your Ladyſhip 


— hen? 
3 Lady 


* —— 
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Lady Froth. Juſt now I came in; bleſs me ! why, 
don'tyou know it ? 

Brisk. Not I, let me periſh — But did I | 
Strange I conſels your Ladyſhip was in my Thoughts; 
and I was in a ſort of Dream that did in a manner pre- 
ſent a very pleaſing Object to my imagination, but but 
did I indeed? — To ſee how Love and Murder will out. 
But did | really name my Lady Froth ? 

Lady Froth, Three times aloud, as I love Letters — 
But did you talk of Love? O Parnaſſus ! Who would 
have thought Mr. Brisk could have been in Love, ha, ha, 
ha. O Heav'ns! I thought you cou'd have no Miſtreſs 
but the Nine Muſes, 

Brisk. No more I have I'gad, for I adore em all 
in your Ladyſhip—— Let me periſh, I don't know whe- 
ther to be ſplenatick, or airy upon't; the Deuce take me 
ifI can tell hang I am glad or ſorry that your Lady- 
ſhip has made the Diſcovery. 

Lady Froth, O be merry by all means — Prince 
Volſcius in Love! Ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk, Obarbarous, to turn me into Ridicule! Let, 
ha, ha, ha. The Deuce take me, I can't help laughing 
my ſelf, ha, ha, ha; yet by Heav ns I have a violent Pal- 
fion for your Ladyſhip, 1 

Lady Frot h. Seriouſſy? Ha ha. 
| * Seriouſly, ha, ha, ha . Gad 1 have, for all [ 

aug 

Lady Froth, Ha, ha, ha! What d'ye think 1 120 at ? 
Ha, ha, ha. 

Brick. Me I'gad, ha, ha. 

Lady Froth, No, the Deuce take me if I don't "TAY 
at my ſelf; for hang me if I have nota violent Paſſion 
for Mr, Brisk, ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk, Seriouſly ? 

Lady Froth. Seriouſly, ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk. That's well enough; let me * ha, ha, ha. 
O miraculous, what a happy Diſcovery. Ah my dear 
charming Lady Froth ! 

Lady Froth. Oh my adored Mr. Brick! (Embrace, 


E SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 
(To them) Lord Froth. 
Lord Froth, 
H E Company ate all ready How now? 


Brisk. Zoons, Madam, there's my Lord, 


Lady Froth. Take no Notice, but obſerve me 
Now caſt off, and meet me at the lower End of the 


Room, and then join Hands again; I could teach my 


Lord this Dance purely, but I vow, Mr. Brist, I can't 
tell how to come ſo near any other Man. Oh here's my 
Lord, now you ſhall ſee me do it with him. 
(They pretend to practiſe part of a Country Dance. 
Lord Froth, Oh, I ſee there's no Harm yet— 
But I don't like this Familiarity. (Aide. 
Lady Froth, Shall you and I do our cloſe 
Dance, to ſhow Mr. Brist? | 
Lord Froth. No, my Dear, do it with him. 
Lady Froth. I'll doit with him, my Lord, when you 
are out ofthe Way. 
Brist. That's good ['gad, that's good. Deuce take me 
I can hardly hold laughing in his Face, | 
Lord Froth. Any other time, my Dear, or we'll dance 
it below, 
Lady Froth. With all my Heart. 
Brick, Come my Lord, I'll wait on you My 
charming witty Angel ! (Ie her. 
Lady Froth. We ſhall have whiſpering time enough, 
you know, ſince we are Partners. 


r r 
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SCENE VIII. 
Lady Plyant, and Careleſs. 5 


Lady Plyant. 


dy Au Mr. Careleſs, I'm ruin'd, I'm un- 
one 

Care. What's the Matter, Madam ? 

Lady P; O the unlucky'ſt Accident, I'm afraid I 
ſhan't live to tell it you. | 

Care. Heay'n forbid l What is it? | 

Lady P. I'm in ſuch a Fright; the ſtrangeſt Quanda- 
ry and Premunire ! I'm all over in an Univerſal Agitati- 
on, I dare ſwear every Circumſtance of me trembles— 
O your Letter, your Letter ! by an unfortunate Miſtake, 
I have given Sir Paul your Letter inſtead of his own. 

Care. That was unlucky, 
O yonder he comes reading of it, for Heav'ns ſake 
ſtep in here and adviſe me quickly, before he ſees. 


S C ENE IX. 
V Paul, with a Litter 
Sir Paul Plyant, 


Providence! what a Conſpiracy have diſcover'd 
O hut let me ſee to an end on'r; 
(Reads) Hum —— After Supper in the Wardrobe by the 
Gallery. IF Sir Paul ſhould ſurprize us, I have a Commſſi- 
en from him to treat with you about the very Matter of 
Fact Matter of Fact! Very pretty; ic ſeems then I 
am conducing to my own Cuckoldom ; why this is the 
very traiterous Poſition of raking up Arms by my Au- 


Ez thority, 


4 
* 

"1 
If * 
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chority, againſt my Perſon ! Well, let me ſee ——Till 
then I languiſh in Expettation of my adored Charmer. 
8 Dying Ned Careleſs. 
Gads · bud, would that were Matter of Fact too. Die and 
be damn'd for a Judas Maccabeus, and Iſcariot both. O 
Friendſhip ! What art thou but a Name! Hencefor ward 
let no Man make a Friend that would not be a Cuckold: 
For whomſoever he receives into his Boſom, will find 
the way to his Bed, and there return his Carefſes with 
Intereſt to his Wife, Have I for this been pinion'd 
Night after Night for three Years paſt > Have I been 
ſwath'd inBlankets till I have been even depriv'd of Mo- 
tion? Have I approach'd the Marriage Bed with Reve- 
rence as to a ſacred Shrine, and deny'd my ſelf the En- 
joyment of lawful Domeſtick Pleaſures to preſerve its 
Purity, and muſt 1 now find it polluted by foreign Ini- 
quity? O my Lady Plyant, you were chaſte as Ice, but 


you are melted now, and falſe as Water. But provi- 


dence has been conſtant to me in diſcovering this Con- 
ſpiracy ; ſtill Iam beholden to Providence, if it were 
nor o providence, ſure poor Sir Paul thy Heart would 
break. | 


SCENE Xx. 
(To him) Lady Plyant. 
Lady Plyant. 


O, Sir, I fee you have read the Letter. Well 
now, Sir Paal what do yo think of your Friend 
Careleſs Has he been treacherous, or did you give his 
Infolence a Licenſe to make tryal of your Wife's ſuſpec- 
red Virtue ? Dye fee here? (Snatches the Letter as in An- 
ger.) Look, read it! Gad's my Life, if I thought ir were 
ſo, | would this Moment renounce all Communication 
with you. Ungrarcful Monfter! He? Isirfo > Ay, I ſec 
it, a Plot upon my Honour; your guilty Checks confeſs 
it: 


* 
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ill ron where ſhall wrong'd Virtue fly for Reparation 
I'll be divorced this Inſtant. - + y | 


ſs, Sir P, Gabs-buds whar ſhall 1 fay ? This is the 
id ſtrangeſt Surprize! Why l don't know any thing at all, 
0 nor I don't know whether there be any thing at all in 
rd the World, or no. 

d: Lady P. I thought I ſhould try you, falſe Man. Ithat 
nd never diſſembled in my Life: Yer to make Tryal of you, 
th pretended to like that Monſter of Iniquity, Careleſi, atid 
d found out that Contrivance to let you ſee this Letter; 
en which now | find was of your own inditi 

lo- do, Heathen, I do; ſee my Face no more; I be divor · 
e- ced preſently. BY. 

N- Sir P. O ſtrange, what will become of me! 


its I'm ſo amaz d, and ſo overjoy'd, ſo afraid, and fo ſorry. 
ni · But did you give me this Letter on Purpoſe, he ? Did 
aut you? | | | 

vi- Lady P. Did I? Do you doubt me, Turk, Saracen? 
on- I have a Couſin that's a Proctor in the Commons, Ii go 
ere to him inſtantiy. 


uld Sir P. Hold, ſtay, I beſeech your Ladyſhip 
I'm fo overjoy'd, ſtay, ll confeſs all. 
Lady P. What will you confeſy, Jew ? | | 
bs Sir P. Why now as I hop'd to be ſaved, I had no 
Hand in this Letter Nay hear me, I beſeech 


your Ladyſhip : The Devil take me now if he did not 
0 beyond my Commiſſion If defired him to 
o any more than ſpeak àa good Word only juſt for me; 
Gads · bud only for poor Sit Paul, Pm an Anabaptiſt, or 
a jew, or what you pleaſe to call me. ; 


vel Lady P. Why is not here Matter of Fact? | 
and Sir P. Ay, but by your own Virtue and Continenc | 
his that matter of Fa& isall his own doing [ confeſs 


I had a great Deſire to have ſome Honours conferr'd 


_ upon me, which lye all in your Ladyſhip's Breaſt, and 
0 * being a well-ſpoken Man, I deſited him to intercede 
; r me | 

ſee Lady P. Did you fo, Preſumption! Oh! he comes, 


fol the Tarquin comes; I cannot bear his Sight. 
- "= 8 Schur 
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SCENE XI. 
Careleſs, Sir Paul Plyant. 
Careleſs. 


IR Paul, I'm glad I've met with you; gad I have 
8 ſaid all I could, but can't prevail Than my 
Friendſhip to you has carry d me a little farther in this 
Matter 
| Sir P. Indeed Well Sir I'll diſſemble 
11 with him a little. | Aſide. 
| Care. Why Faith I have in my Time known honeſt 

| 


| Gentelmen abuſed by a pretended Coyneſs in their 
| | Wives, and I had a Mind to try my Lady's Virtue 
0 


And when I could not prevail for you, gad I pretended 
to be in Love my ſelf- but all in vain, ſhe would not 
hear a Word upon that Subject: Then I writ a Letter to 
her ;I don't know what Effects that will have, but I'll 
6. be ſure to tell you when I do, tho? by this Light 1 be- 
191 lieve her Virtue is impregnable. 

Sir P. O Providence! Providence! What Diſcoveries 
are here made? Why, this is beiter and more miracu- 
lous than the reſt. 

| Care. What do you mean? 

Sir P. I can't tell you, I'm ſo overjoy d; come along 
with me to my Lady, I can't contain my ſelf; come my 
dear Friend. 

Care, So, ſo, ſo, this Difficulty's over. (Aſide, 


_—_— 


SCENE XII. 
Mellefont, Maskwell, from different Doors, 


Mellęſont 


Azkwell ! T have been looking for you tif 
within a Quarter of Eight. Mask. 


| * 
— ä — — — 


* 
2 


— — 
— — 
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Mask. My Lady is juſt gone into my Lord's Cloſer, 
you had beſt ſteal into her Chamber before ſhe comes, 
and lye concealed there, otherwiſe ſhe may lock the 
Door when we are together, and you not eaſily get in to 
ſurprize us, | 

Mell, He? You ſay true. 

Mask. You had beſt make haſte, for after ſhe has 
made ſome Apology to the Company for her own, and 
my Lord's Abſence all this while, ſhe'll retire to her 
Chamber inſtantly. 

Mell. I go this Moment: Now Fortune ] defiethee 


SCENE XIII. 
Maskwell, alone. 


Confeſs you may beallow'd to be ſecure in your on 
Opinion; th* Appearance is very fair, but I have an 


. After-Game to play that ſhall turn the Tables, and here 


comes the Man that I muſt manage. 


SCENE XIV. 
(To him) Lord Touchwood 
Lord Touchwood, 


x Askwell, you are the Man I wiſh'd to meet, 
M Mask, lam happy to be in the way of your 
Lordſhip's Commands. 
Lord Touch. I have always found you prudent and 
careful in any thing that has concern'd me or my Fa- 


Mack. I were a Villain elſe ] am bound by Duty 
and Gratitude, and my own Inclination, to be ever your 
Lordſhip's Servant ; 

Lor 
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Lord Touch, Enough you are my Friend; I know it : 
Jet there has been a thing in your Knowledge, which 
has concerned me nearly, that you haye conceal'd from 
me. 

Mask. My Lord! | 

Lord Touch, Nay, I excuſe your Friendſhip to my 
unnatural Nephew thus far But I know you 
have been — 2 his impious Deſigns upon my Wife: 
This Ev'ning ſhe has told me all: Her good Nature 
conceal'd it as long as was poſſible; but he perſeveres 
fo in Villany, that ſhe has told me even you were weary 
of diſſuading him, though you have once actually hin- 
dered him from forcing her. | 

Mast. I am ſorry, my Lord, I can't make you an 
Anſwer ; this is an Occaſion in which I would not wil- 
lingly be ſilent. 

Lord Touch. I know you would excuſe him 
And I know as well that you can't. 

Mask, Indeed I was in Hopes 'thad been a youthful 
Heat, that might have ſoon boil'd over; bu. 

Lord Touch. Say on. 

Mast. I have nothing more to ſay my, Lord 
But to expreſs my Concern; for I think his Frenzy in- 
creaſes daily. 

Lord Touch. How | Give me but Proof of it, Ocu- 
lar Proof, that I may juſtifie my Dealing with him to 
the World, and ſhare my Fortunes. | 

Mast. O my Lord! confider that is hard: Beſides, 
Time may work upon him: Then, for me to doit! 
have profeſs d an everlaſting Friendſhip to him. 

Lord Touch. He is your Friend, and what am I ? 

Mask. Iam anſwered. 1 

Lord Toxch. Fear not his Diſpleaſure ; I will put you 
out of his and Fortune's Power, and for that os art 


ſcrupulouſly honeſt, I will ſecure thy Fidelity to him, 
and give my Honour never to own any Diſcqvery that 


ou ſhall make me, Can you give me a demonſtrative 
roof? Speak. 


Mast. I wiſh I could not To be plain, my 
Lord, I intended this Ey'ning to have try'd all Argu- 


ments 
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ments to diſſwade him from a Deſign, which I ſuſpect; 


and if I had not ſucceeded, to have informed your 
Lordſhip of what l knew. . _ 


"I Touch, I thank you. What isthe Villain's Pur- 
ole ? 

1 Mask. He has own'd nothing to me of late, and what 
I mean now, is only a bare Suſpicion of my own. If 
your Lordſhip will meet mea Quarter of an Hour hence 
there, in that Lobby by my Lady's Bed-Chamber, I 
ſhall be able to tell you more, 

Lord Touch. I will. 


Mast. My duty to your Lordſhip, makes me do a ſ& 
yere Piece of Juſtice. 


Lord Touch. I will be ſecrer, and reward your Ho- 
neſty beyond your Hopes, 


SCENE XV. 


SCENE opening ſhows Lady Touchwood's Chamber | 
| Mellefont, Solus. 2 


— 


y RAY Heav'n my Aunt keep touch with her Aſſig 
P nation Oh that her Lord were but ſweating 
behind this Hanging, with the expectation of what & 
ſhall ſee Hiſt, ſhe comes Little docs ſhe 
tþink what a Mine is juſt ready to ſpring under her Feet. 
But to my Poſt, (Goss behind the Hanging 


-_ 7 y —_— 
* 


SCENE XVI. 
| Lady Touchwood. 


Is Eighta Clock: Methinks I ſhould have found 
T him here. Who does not prevent the Hour of 
Love, ourſtays the Time; for to be dully PunRual, is 
too flow, I was accuſing you of Negic& 
SCENE 
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SCENE. XVII. 


Lady Touchwood, and Maskwell 
Mellefont abſconding. 
Maskwell, 


I Confeſs you do reproach me when I ſee you here 
before me; bur 'tis fit I ſhould be ſtill behind-hand, 
ſtill to be more and more indebted to your Goodneſs. 
Lady Touch. You can excuſe a Fault too well, not to 
have been to blame —— A ready Anſwer ſhows you 
were prepar d. 

Mask. Guilt is ever at a Loſs, and Confuſion waits 
upon it; when Innocence and bold Truth are always 
ready for Expreſſion 

Lady Toueh. Not in Love; Words are the weak Sup- 
— 1 cold Indifference; Love has no Language to be 

rd. 

Mask. Exceſs of Joy has made me ſtupid ; Thus ma 
my Lips be ever des. (Kiſſes her.) And thus Oh 
who would not loſe his Speech, upon Condition to have 
Joys above it? 

Lady Touch. Hold. let me lock the Door firſt, 

| (Goes to the Door. 

Mask. That I belicy'd ; twas well I left the private 
Paſſage open. (Aſide. 

Lady Touch. So that's ſafe. 

Mask. And ſo may all your Pleaſures be, and ſecret 
as this Kiſs 

Mell. And may all Treachery be thus difcover'd, 


(Leaps out. 
Lady Touch. Ah * ((- kriebs. 
Mell. Villain! (Offers to draw. 


Mast. Nay then, there's but one Way, (Runs out. 
SCENE 
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SCENE XVIII. 
Lady Touchwood, Mellefonr. 


Melleſont. 


AY you ſo, were you provided for an Eſcape? Hold, 
Madam, you have no more Holes to your Bur · 
rough, ['ll tand before you and this Sally- Port. 
Lady Touch, Thunder ftrike thee dead for this De- 
ceit, immediate Lightning blaſt thee, me and the 
whole World —— Oh! I could rack my ſelf, the 
Vulture ro my own Heart, and gnaw it piece for 
not boding to me this Misfortune, 
Mell. Be Patient, — 
Lady Touch. Be Damn'd. = 
Mell, Confider I have you on the Hook; you will 
but flounder your ſelf a weary, and be nevertheleſs my 
Priſoner, . 
k Lady Touch. 1'll hold my Breath and dic, but I'll be 
ree. 8 
Mell. O Madam, have a care of dying unprepar d; 
doubt you have ſome unrepentcd Sins that may hang 


heavy, and retard your Flight. 
ö ſhall I do? Say? Whither ſhall 


Lady Touch. O! what 
Iturn? Has Hell no Remedy? 

Mell. None, Hell has ſerv'd you ev'n as Heav'n hgs 
done, left you to your ſelf, You're in 2 kind of 
Eraſmus's Paradiſe ; yet if you pleaſe yuu may make it a 
Purgatory ; and with a little Penance and my Abſoluti- 
on all this may turn to good Account, 

Lady Touch. ( Aſide.) Hold in my Paſſion, and fall, 
fall a little thou ſwelling Heart; let me have ſome Inter- 
miſſion of this Rage, and one Minute's Coolneſs to dif- 
ſemble. (She weeps. 
* Mell, — have been to blame. . thoſe 
Tears, and hope they are of the pureſt ki 
Penitential Tears. Lady 
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Lady Touch. O the Scene was ſhifted quick before 
me—— I had not time to think [ was ſurprized 
| to ſee a monſter in the Glaſs, and now I find 'tis ſelf; 
N Can you have Mercy to forgive the Faults] have ima- 
1 9 gin'd, but never put in practice O conſider, 
| conſider how fatal you have been to me, you have alrea- 
by dy kill'd the Quiet of this Life. The Love of you was 
1 the firſt wand' ring Fire that e er miſ-led my Steps, and 
18 while I had only | nk in View, I was betray'd into un- 
| thought - of Ways of Ruin, 
Mell. May I believe this true? 
Lady Touch. O be not cruelly incredulous How 
can you doubt theſe ſtreaming Eyes? Keep the ſeve- 
reſt Eye o'er all my future Conduct; and if I once re- 
laple, let me not hope Forgiveneſs ; twill ever be in 
your Power to ruin me My Lord ſhall ſign to 
r Deſires; I will my ſelf create your Happineſs, and 


Cynthia ſhall be this — * your Bride Do but 
conceal my Failings, and forgive. 
Mell. Upon ſuch Terms 1 will be ever yours in ev'ry 


honeſt Way. 


3 


_— 


SCENE: XIX. 
Maskwell ſoſtly introduces Lord Touchwood, and retires. 
| Maskwell. 
] | I — 0 kept my Word, he's here, but T muſt not be 


SCENE | 
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SCENE XX. 
Lady Touch wood, Lord Touchwoood, Mellefont 
Lord Touchwood. 


EL Land Amazement! ſhe's in Tears. IC 
Lady Touch. (Kneeling) Eternal bleſſings thank 
you Ha | My Lord liſt ning! O fortune has ofer- 
paid me all! all's my own (Aſida 

Mell. Nay I beſeech you riſe. . 

Lady Touch. (Aloud) Never, never! I'll grow to the 
Ground, be buried quick beneath ir, ere I'll be oonſent · 
ing to ſo damn'd a Sin as Inceſt ! unnatural Inceſt ! 

Mell, Ha! 

Lady Touch. O cruel Man, will you not let me go — 
I'll forgive all rhar's paſt O Heay'n, you will nor 
raviſh me! 

Mell. Damnation ! e 

1 Lord Touch. Monſter, Dog ! your Life ſhall anſwer 

this 

(_ and runs at Mellefont, is held by Lady Touch- 
wood. | 

Lady Touch. O Heav'ns my Lord! Hold, hold, for 
Heav 'ns fake. 4 

Mell. Confuſion ! my Uncle: O the damn'd Sorce- 
reſs! - 

Lady Touch. Moderate your Rage, my Lord: 
He's mad, alas he's mad Indeed heis, my Lord, 
and knows not what he does — See how wild he looks. 

Mell. By Heav'n*twere ſenſeleſs not to be mad, and 
ſee ſuch Witchcraft. e 
Lady Toxch. My Lord, you hear him, he talks fy; 
Lord Touch. Hence from my Sight, thou living Trifa- 
my to my Name; when next I ſee that Face, I'll write 

Villain in't with my Sword's Point. | 
Mell. Now, by my Soul, I will not go ' till I have 
made known my Wrongs — —— Nay, till I _ 
| mage 
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made known yours, (which if poſlible) are greater 
though ſhe has all a8 Hoſt of Hell be Servants. 

Lady Tauch. Alas he raves! Talks very Poetry! For 
Heav'ns fake away my Lord, he'll either tempt you to 
Extravagance, or commit ſome himſelf. 

Mell. Death and furies, will you not hear me 
Why by Heav'n ſhe laughs, grins, points to your Back; 
ſhe forks our Cuckoldom with her Fingers, and you're 

ing Horn-mad after your Fortune, 
(As ſbe is going ſhe turns back and ſmiles at him. 

Lord Touch. | fear he's mad indeed Let's ſend 
Maskwell to him. 

Mell. Send him to her. | 

Lady Tauch. Come, come; good my Lord, my Heart 
akes fo, | ſhall faint if 1 ſtay. 


— 8 


— 


SCENE XXI. 


Mellefont, alone. 


II could curſe my Stars, Fate and Chance; all Cau- 
O ſes and Accidents of Fortune in this Life ! But to 
what Putpoſe ? Yet, ſdeath, for a Man to have the 
Fruit of all his Induſtry 22 full and ripe, ready to 
drop into his Mouth, and juſt when he holds out his 
Hand to gather it, to have a ſudden Whirlwind come, 
tear up Tree and all, and bear away the very Root and 
Foundation of his Hopes; What Temper can contain? 
They talk of ſending AMaskwell to me; I never had more 
Four | ofhim Bur whatcan he do? Imagination 
cannot form a fairer and more plauſible Deſign than 
this of his which has miſcarried O my precious 
Aunt, I ſhall never thrive without I deal with the Devil, 
or another Woman, | | 


Women like Flames have a deſtroying Pow'r, 
Neer to be quench d, till they themſelves devour. 


ACT 
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A CTY. 8e 
Lady Touchwood and Maskwell. 
Lady Touchwood, + 


AST not lucky? 
W Mask. Lucky! Fortune is your own, and tis 


her Intereſt ſo to be; by Heav'n I believe you can con- 
troul her Pow'r, and ſhe fears it; though Chance 
brought my Lord, twas your own Art thatturn'd it to 
Advantage. 

Lady Touch, Tis true, it might have been my Ruin 
But yonder's my Lord, I believe he's coming 
to find you, I'll not be ſeen. 


m_ 


SCENE MK 


Maskwell, alone, 


8 Oz l durſt not own my introducing my Lord, tho* 
it ſucceeded well for her; for ſhe would have ſuſ- 
pected a Deſign which I ſhould have been puzzled to 
excuſe. My Lord is thoughtful I'll be ſo too; 
yet he ſhall know my Thoughts; or think he does 


SCENE III. 
(To them) Lord Touchwood. 
Maskwell, 


HAT have I done? 
Lord Tauch. Talking to himſelf! 
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Mast. Twas honeſt————and ſhallI be rewarded 
for it? No, *twas honeſt, therefore 1 ſhan't; 
—4 rather therefore I ought not; for it rewards it 

elf. 

Lord Touch, Unequall'd Virtuc ! (Aſide. 

Mask. But ſhould it be known! Then have loſt a 
Friend! He was an ill Man, and I have gain'd ; for half 
my ſelfI lent him, and that I have recall'd; fo I have 
terved my ſelf, and what is yet better, I have ſerved a 
worthy Lord to whom [ owe my ſelf. 

Lord Touch. Excellent Man! (Aſide, 
Mask. Let I am wretched O chere is a Secret 
burns within this Breaſt, which ſhould it once bleaze 
forth, would ruin all, conſume my honeſt Character, 
and brand me with the Name of Villain. 

Lord Touch. Ha! 

Mast. Why dol love! Vet Heav'n and my waking 
Conſcience are my Witneſſes, I never gave one work. 
ing Thought a Vent; which might diſcover that J 
loy'd, nor ever muſt ; no, let it prey upon my Heart; 
for I would rather die, than ſeem once, barely ſeem diſ- 
honeſt: O,ſhould it once be known I love fair Cynthia, all 
this that I have done would look like Rival's Malice, falſe 
Friendſhip to my Lord, and baſe Self-intereſt, Let me 
periſh firſt, and from this Hour avoid all Sight and 
Speech, and, if I can, all Thought of that pernicious 
Beauty. Ha! But what is my Diſtraction doing ? I am 
wildly talking to my ſelf, and ſome ill Chance might 
have directed malicious Ears this way. 

(Seems to fore, ſeeing my Lord. 

Lord Touch. Start not ler guilty and diſhoneſt 
Souls ſtart at the Revelation of their Thoughts, but be 
thou fix'd, as is thy Virtue, 

Mast. I am confounded, and beg your Lordſhip's 
Pardon for thoſe freeDiſcourſes which I have had with 
my ſelf, | 

Lord Touch, Come, I beg your Pardon that! over- 
heard you, and yet it (hall not need —— Honeſſ Mask- 
well ! thy and my good Genius led me hither 


Mine, in that I have diſcover'd ſo much manly Virtue ; 
5 | thine, „ 
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thine, in that thou ſhalt have due Reward of all thy 
Worth, Give me thy Hand my Nephew is the 
alone remaining Branch of all our ancient Family; him 
I thus blow away, and conſtitute thee in his room to bg 
my Heir 

Mask. Now Heav'n forbid r: 
Lord Touch. No more have reſolv'd — The 
Writings are ready drawn, and wanred nothing but ro 
be ſign'd, and have his Name inſerted Yours 
will fill the Blank as well I will have no Reply 
Let me command this time; for tis the laſt, 
in which J will aſſume Authority hereafter, you 
ſhall rule where l have Power. 
_ I _ won. petition — . 
Lord Touch. Is for your ſelf} ( NMask. pauſes 
I'll hear of nought for — Body elſe 2 
Mask. Then Witneſs Heav'n for me, this Wealth 
and Honour was not of my ſeeking, nor would I build 
my Foutune on another's Ruin: I had but one Defire— 
Lord Touch. Thou ſhalt enjoy it If all Lm 
worth in Wealth or [ntereſt can purchaſe Cynthia, ſhe 
is thine, I'm ſure Sir Paul's Conſent will follow 
Fortune; ['ll quickly ſhew him which way that is going. 
Mask. You oppreſs me with Bounty; my Gratitude 
is weak, and ſhrinks beneath the Weight, and cannot 
riſc to thank you Whar, enjoy my Love! For- 
give the Tranſports of a Bleſſing ſo unexpected, ſo 
unhop'd for, ſo unthought of = 
Lord Touch. I will confirm it, and rejoice with thee. 


. _— 


————_— — — — 
3 


+ 


SCENE IV. 


Maskwell alone. 
HIS is proſp'rous indeed Why let him 
T find me out a Villain, ſettled in Poſſeſſion of a 


fair Eſtate, and full Fruition of my Love, Il bear the 
Railings of a loſing * But ſhou d — 


. 
$ 
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find me out before! tis dangerous to delay let 
me think ſhould my Lord proceed to treat open 
of my Marriage with Cynthia, all muſt be difcorerd, 
and Mellefont can be no longer blinded, —— Ir muſt not 
be, nay (hou'd my Lady know it ay, then were 
fine Work indeed! her Fury wou'd ſpare nothing, tho 
ſhe involy'd her ſeltin Ruin. No, it muſt be by Strata- 
gem I muſt deccive Melleſont once more, and 
get my Lord to conſent to my private Management, He 
comes opportunely Now will I, in my old way, 
diſcover the whole and real Truth of the Matter to him, 
that he may not ſuſpect one,word on't, 

No Mask like open Truth to cover Lies, 

As to go nated is the beſi diſguiſe. 


SCENE V. 
(To him.) Mellefont. 


Mellefont. 


Maskwe'l, what Hope? I am confounded in a 

O Maze of Thoughts, each leading into one an6- 
ther, and all ending in Perplexity. My Uncle will not 
ſce norhear me. | 

Mast. No Matter, Sir, don't trouble your Head, all's 
in my Power. 

Nell. How ? For Heavens ſake? | 

Mast. Little do you think that your Aunt has kept 
her Word, How the Devil ſhe wrought my Lord 
into this Dottage, I know not; but he's gone to Sir Paul 
about my Marriage with Cynthia, and has appointed me 
his Heir. 

Mell. The Devil he has ! what's to be done? 

Ant. I have it, it muſt be by Stratagem; for it's in 
vain to make Application to him. I think I have that in 
my Head tl at cannot fail: Where's Cynthia : 
All. In the Garden. 


Maik. 


* 
* 
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Mask. Let us go and conſult her, my Life for yours, t 
cheat my Lord. 


_ 
— — 2 


SCENE 
Lord Touchwood, Lady Touchwood: 
Lady Touchwood; 


— 


M Askwell yout Heir, and marry Cynthia! 

Lord Touch. I cannot do too much, for ſo 
much Merit. | 

Lady Touch. But this is a thing of too great Moment to 
be ſo ſuddenly refoly'd. Why Cynthia? Why muſt he 
be marry'd ? Is there not Reward enough in raifing his 
low Fortune, but he muſt mix his Blood with mine, and 
wed my Niece? How know you that miy Brother will 
conſent, or ſhe > Nay, he himſelf perhaps may have Af 
fections otherwhere. 

Lord Touch. No, I am convinc'd he loves her. 

Lady Touch. Maskwell love Cynthia? impoſlible ! 

Lord Touch. I tell you, he confeſs d it to me. 

Lady Touch. Confuſion! How's this (Aſide. 

Lord Touch. His Humility long ſtifled his Paſſion : 
And his Love of Mellefont would have made him ſtill 
conceal it. But by Encouragement, I wrung the 
Secret from him; and know he's no way to be rewarded 
but in her. 
I'll defer my farther Proceedings in it till you have con- 
fider'd it ; but remember how we are both indebted to 


him, 
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no, not I, I know no ſuch Matter. 


SECTEA'NS VI. 


Lady Touchwood alone. 


OTH indebted to him! Yes, we are both indebted 
B to him, if you knew all. Villain! Ot, I am wild 
with this Surprize of Treachery : It is impoſſible; it 
cannot be. He love Cynthia What, have I been 
Bawd to his Deſigns, his Property only, a baiting 
Place! Now I (ce what made him falſe ro Mellefonr3--— 


Shame and Diſtraction! I cannot bear it. Oh! what 


Woman can bear to be a Property? To be kindled to a 
Flame, only to light him to another's Arms? Oh ! that l 
were Fire indeed, that I might burn the vile Traytor. 
What ſhall I do? How ſhall I think ? I cannot think,. 


All my Deſigns are loſt, my Love unſated, my Revenge 


unũniſh'd, and freſh cauſe of Fury from unthought-of 
Plagues. 


SCENE VIII. 
(To her) Sir Paul Plyant. 
4 Sir Paul Plyant, 


M ADAM, Siſter, my Lady Siſter, did you ſee my 
> Lid Witt .. - 
Lady Touch, Oh! Torture! 

Sir P. Gads-bud, I can't find her high nor low; 
where can ſhe be, think you? 

Lady Touch. Where ſhe's ſerving you, as all your Sex 
ought to be ſerv'd ; making you a Beaſt, Don't you 
know that you're a Fool, Brother ? 

Sir P. A Fool! he, he, he, you're merry 


No, 


Lady Toxch, Why then you don't know half your 
ippinneſß. Sj 5 bir 


Io, 


ur 
dir 
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Sir P. That's a jeſt with all my NHeart, faith and troth 
But harkye, my Lord told me ſomething of a 
Revolution of things; I don't know what to make ont 
— —— Gads-bud | muſt conſult my Wife. he talks 
of dilinheriting his Nephew 3 and I don't know what, 
Look you, Siſter, I muſt know what my Girl 
has to truſt to; or not a Syllable of a Wedding, Gads- 
bud to ſhe you that I am nota Fool, 681 
Lady Touch. Hear me; conſent to the breaking off 
this Marriage, and the promoting any other, without 
conſulting me, and I'll renounce all Blood, all Relation 
and Concern with you for ever, nay, 1'Il be your 
Enemy, and purſue you to Heſtruction, I'll tear your 
Eyes out, and tread you under my Fcet. | 
Sir P. Why, what's the Matter now? Good Lord, 
what's all this for? Pooh, here's a Joke indeed - why, 


where's my Wife? 


Lady Touch. With Careleſs, in the cloſe Arbour ; he 
may want you by this time, as much as you want her. 
Sir P. O, ifſhe be with Mr, Careleſs, *tis well enough. 
Lady Touch, Fool, Sor, inſenſible Ox! But remember 
what I ſaid to you, or you had better cat your own 
Horns, by this Light you had. 
Sir P. You're a paſſionate Woman, Gads-bud, 


But to ſay Truth, all our Family are Cholcrick;z I am 


the only peaceable Perſon amongſt em. 


SCENES N 


Melle font, Maskwell and Cynthia. 


Meilefont. 


I Know no other Way but this he has propos'd if you 
bave Love enough to run the Venture, ; 
Cyn, I don't know whether I have Love enougt ---— 

but Lene have Obſtinacy enough to purſue Wwhaterer 


I have once reſoly'd, and a true Female Courage t3 6p- 


. poſe 
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AY thing that reſiſts my Will, tho? *twere Reaſon 
t . 

Mask. That's right, — Well, Ell ſecure the 
Writings, and run the Hazard along with you. | 

Cyn, But how can the Coach and Six Horſes be got 
ready withour Suſpicion ? 

Mast. Leave it to my Care; that ſhall be ſo far from 
being ſuſpected, that it ſhall be got ready by my Lord's 
own Order, | | | 

Mell. How? 

Mast. Why, I intend to tell my Lord the whole Mat · 
ter of our Contrivance; that's my way. 

Mell. I don't undeſtand you. 

Mask. Why, T'll tell my Lord, I laid this Plot with 
you, on purpoſe to betray you; and that which put me 
upon it, was, the finding it impoſſible to gain the Lady 
any other way, but in the Hopes of her marrying 

ou. —— 

Mell. So 

Mask. So, why ſo, while you're buſied in making your 
ſelf ready, I'll wheedle her into the Coach; and inſtead 
of you, borrow my Lord's Chaplain, and fo run away 
with her my ſelf. | 

Mell. Ol conceive you, you'll tell him ſo ? 

Mell. Tell him fo! ay; why, you don't think I mean to 
do ſo ? | | 

Mell. No, no ; ha, ha, I dare ſwear thou wilt nor. 

Mask Therefore for our farther Security, I would 
have you diſguis'd like a Parſon, that if my Lord ſhould 
have Curiofity ro peep, he may not diſcover you in the 
Coach, but think the Chear is carricd on as he would 
have it. 

Aell. Excellent Maskwell ! thou wert certainly meant 
for a Stateſman or a ſeſuite, but thou art too ho- 
neſt for one, and too pious for the other. 

+ Mask, Well, get your ſelves ready, and meet me in 
half an Hour, yonder in my Lady's DPreſſing · Room; go 
by the back Stairs, and ſo we may ſlip down witliout be- 
ing obſerv'd — II fend the Chaplain to you 
with his Robes ; I have made him my own? and 
ordered 
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ordered him to meet us ro Morrow Morning at St. A- 
bans ; there we will ſum up this Account, to all our Sa- 
tifactions. | 

Mell. Should I begin to thank or praiſe thee, 1 
ſhould waſte the little Lime we have. 


SCENE X. 


Cynthia, Maskwell. 
Mazskwell, 
ADAM, you will be read 


? 
Cyn. I will be — to the Minute (Gaing. 

Mask. Stay, I have a Doubt Upon ſecond 
Thoughts, we had better meet in the Chaplain's Cham - 
ber here, the corner Chamber at this end of the Gallery, 
there is a back way into it, ſo that you need not come 
through this Door and a pair of private Stairs lea- 
ding down to the Stables It will be more con- 
venient, 

Cyn. I am guided by you, but Mellefont will 
miſtake. 
Mask. No, no, I'll after him immediately, and tell 
him. 

Cyn. I will not fail, 


SCENE MM 
Maskwell alone. 


wW H v. qui vult decipi decipiatur Tis no Fault 
of mine: I have told him in plain Terms, how ea · 
ke tis for me to cheat emʒ if they will not hear the Ser · 
pent's Hiſs, they muſt be ſtung into Experience, and fu- 
ture Caution Now to prepare my Lord to con- 
lent to this. But firſt l muſt inſtruct my li axle Le- 

vue 
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vite; there is no Plot, publick or private, that can expect 
to proſper without one of them has a Finger in't. He 
promiſed me te be within at this Hour, Mr, Say - 
grace, Mr. Saygrace. | 
(Goes to the Chamber Door, and knocks, 


SCENE XIE. 


Maskwell, Saygrace. 
Mr. Saygrace (looking out) 


g WEET Sir, I will but pen the laſt Line of an Acroſ- 
tick and be with you in the twinkling of an Ejacu- 
lation, in the pronouncing of an Amen, or before you 
can 

Mask. Nay, good Mr, Saygrace do not prolong the 
Time, by deſcribing to me the Shortneſs of your Stay; 
rather, if you pleaſe, defer the finiſhing of your Wit, and 
let us talk about our buſineſs, it ſhall be Tithes in your 
way. | 

| 3 (enters) You ſhall prevail, I would break off in 
the middle ofa Sermon to do youa Pleaſure. 

Mask. You could not do mea greater, except 
the Buſineſs in Hand Have you provided a Habit 
for Mellefont? . Me 

Say. I have, they are ready in my Chamber, together 
With a clean ſtarch'd Band and Cuffs, 

Mast. Good, let them be carried to him, have 
you ſtitch'd the Gown Sleeve, that he may be puzled, 


and waſte Time in putting it on ? 


Say. I have; the Gown will not be induced without 
perplexity. 

Mast. Meet me in half an Hour, here in your own 
Chamber. When Cynthia comes, let there be no light, 
and do not ſpeak, that ſhe may not diſtinguiſh you from 
Mellefont. I'll urge haſte, to excuſe your Silence. 

Say. You have no more Commands ? 
Mas. None, your Text is ſnort. Say. 


yo 


. 
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Say. But pithy, and I will handle it with Diſcretion. - 
Mask. It will be the firſt you have ſo ſerv'd. 


pos d. 


SCENE XIII. 
Lord Touchwood, Maskwell. 
Lord Towehwood. 
S My very eres wy en 


Rules how I ſhall govern them. 
Mask. Iam concern'd to ſee your , Lordſhip diſcom- 


Lord Touch. Have you ſeen my Wife lately, or dif- 
oblig'd her? 

Ma. No, my Lord. What can this mean! (Aſida. 

Lord Touch, Then Mellefont has urg d ſome body to 
incenſe her— Something ſhe has heard of you, which 
carries her beyond the bounds of Patience | 

Mask, This I fear'd. ( Aſide.) Did not your Lordſhip 
tell ket of the Honours you deſftgn'd me? 

Lord Touch. Yes. 43 | 

Mask, *Tis that? you know my Lady has a high Spi- 
rit, ſhe thinks I am unworthy. 

Lord Touch, Unworthy ! 'tis an ignorant Pride in her 
to think fo Honeſty to me is true Nobility, 
However 'tis my will it ſhall be ſo, and that ſhou'd be 
convincing to her as much as Reaſon ——By Heav'n II 
not be wife ridden; were it poſſible it ſhould be done 
this Night. RT - 

Mask. By Heav'n he meets my wiſhes. ( Aſide.) Few 
Things are impoſſible ro willing Minds. 

Lord Touch. Inſtruct me how this may be done, you 
ſhall ſee I want no Inclinarion. 1 

Mast. I had laid a ſmall, Deſign for to. Morrow (as 
Love will be inventing) which I chought to commun: 
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care to your Lordſhip—— But it may be as well done 


to Night. ; d 
1 Lord Touch, Here's Company Come this 1 
1 way, and tell me. r 
1 = = — 
'F SCENE XIV. 
bw 
1 Careleſs, and Cynthia. 

| Careleſs 
8 that he, now gone out with my Lord? 
Cys. Yes, 


Care. By Heav'n there's Treachery The Cons 
fuſion chat I ſaw your Father in, my Lady Touchwood's 
Paſſion, with what imperfectly I overheard between 
my Lordand her, confirm me in my Fears. Where's 
Melleſont ? | 

Cyn. Here he comes, 


SE ENS Av. 
(Te them.) Mellefont 


ID Ma, well tell you any thing of the Chaplain's 
Chamber? 

Mel. No; my Dear, will you get ready the 

co are all in my Chamber; I want nothing but the 
abit. | 

Care. You are betray d, and Maskwell is the Villain I 
always thought him. | 

Cyn. When you were gone, he ſaid his Mind was 
chang'd, and bid me meet him in the Chaplain's Room, 
pretending immediately to follow you, and give you 
Notice, 

Mell, How ! 


4 


Care. 


vere ſuddenly deſign'd 
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Care. There's Saygrace tripping by with a Bundle un- 
der his Arm He cannot be ignorant that Mask- 
well means to uſe his Chamber; let's follow and exa- 
mine him, | 

Mell. Tis loſs of Time I cannot think him 
falſe. 


SCENE XVI. 
Cynthia, Lord Touchwood, 
Cynthia. 
Y Lord muſing ! | 


Lord Tauch, He has a quick invention, if this 
Yet he ſays he had pre- 


par'd my Chaplain alrcady. 
Cyn. How's this! Now [ fear indeed, 
Lord Touch. Cynthia here alone, fair Couſin, and 
melancholy ? | 
Cyn. Your Lordſhip was thoughtful, 
Lord Touch. My Thoughts were on ſerious 


not worth your hearing. 


Cyn. Mine were on Treachery concerning you, and 
may be worth your hearing. 
Lord Touch, Treachery concerning me! pray be 
plain Hark ! what Noiſe! | 

Mask. (within) Will you not hear me? 

Lady Touch. (within) No, Monſter! Traytor ! No. 

Cyn. My Lady and Mastwell! this may be lucky 
My Lord, let me intreat you to ſtand behind this Skreen, 
and liſten; perhaps this Chance may give you Proof of 
hat you ne er could have believ d fr am my Suſpicions. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XVII. 


Lady Touchwood with a Dagger, and Maskwell: 
+ Cynthia and Lord Touch wood abſcond, liſtning. 


Lady Touchwood. 


O U want but leiſure to invent freſh falſhood, and 

ſooth me to a fond belief of all your Fictions; but l 

will ſtab the Lie that's forming in your Heart, and ſave 
a Sin, in pity te your Soul. 155 

Mask. Strike then Since you will have it ſo. 

Lady Touch. Ha! A ſteady Villain to the laſt: 

Mask. Come, why do you dally with me thus? 

Lady Touch. Thy ſtubborn Temper ſhocks me, and 
you knew it would this is Cunning all, and not 
Courage; no, I know thee well.: But thou ſhalt miſs 
thy Aim, | | 

AMask, Ha. ha, ha. 

Lady Touch. Ha! Do you mock my Rage? then this 
ſhall puniſh your fond, raſh Contempt! Again ſmile! 
Goes to ſtrike, 
And ſuch a Smile as ſpeaks in ambiguity ! Ten thouſand 
Meanings lurk in each Corner of that various Face, 
O! That they were writen in thy Heart, that I, with 
this, might lay thee open to my Sight! 
But then 'twill be too late to know 
Thou haſt, thou haſt found the only way to turn my 
Rage; Too well thou know'ſt my jealous Soul cou'd ne- 
ver bear Uncertainty, Speak then, and rell me Yet 
are vou filent ? Oh, Iam wilder'd in all Paſſions! Bur 
thus my Anger melts, (Weeps) Here, take this Ponyard, 
for my very Spirits faint, and l want Strength to hold it, 
thou haſt difarm'd my Soul. (Gives the Danger. 

Lord Tauch. Amazement ſhakes me where 
will this end ? | 

Mask, So, "tis well let your wild Fury have a 
Vent; and when you have temper, tell me. 

Lady Touch, Now, now, now Lam calm, and can 
Afar yon. Masb. 
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Mask. (alone) Thanks, my Invention; and now I 

have it for you Firſt tell me what urg'd you to 
this Violence? For your Paſſion broke in ſuch imper- 
fe& Terms, that yet I am to learn the Cauſe. 
Lady Touch, My Lord himſelf ſurpriz'd me with the 
Newes, you were to marry Cynthia That you hal 
own'd your Loveto him, and his Indulgeance would 
aſſiſt you to attain your Ends 

Cyn. How, my Lord! + 

Lord Touch. Pray forbear all Reſentments for a 
while, and let us hear the reſt, | 

Mask, I grant you in Appearance all is true; I ſeem'd 
conſenting ro my Lord; nay, tranſported with the 
Bleſſing But could you think that I, who had been 
happy in your lov'd Embraces, could &erbe found of 


an inferior Slavery? 


Lord Touch, Ha! O Poiſon to my Ears! what do I 
hear! 
Cyn. Nay, good my Lord, forbear Reſentment, let 
us heat it out. 1 3 5 
Lord Touch. Yes, I will contain, tho' I cou'd burſt, * 

Mask. I that had wanton'd in the rich Circle of your 
World of Love, cou'd be confin'd within the puny Pro- 
vince of Girl? No Yer thoꝰ I dote on each laſt Fa- 
vour more than all the reſt; 39 I would give a 
Limb for every Look you cheaply throw away on any 
other Object of your Love; yet ſo far I prize your Plea- 
ſures o'er my own, that all this ſeeming Plot that I have 
laid, has been to groue your Taſte, and cheat the 
World, to prove a faithful Rogue to you. 

Lady Touch. Ifit were true But how can it be? 

Mask. I haye fo contriv'd, that Mellefont will pre - 
ſently, in the Chaplain's Habit, wait for Cynthia in 


your Dreſſing · Room: But I have put the Change upon 


her, that ſhe may be other - where employ'd Do 


you procure her Night- Gown, and with your Hoods 


tyed over your Face, meet him in her ſtead; you may 
go privately by the back Stairs, and, unperceiv'd, there 
you may * 7 to reinſtate him in his Uncle's Favour 
W 
an 
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and I believe he'll yield to any Conditions, — If not, 
here take this; you may employ it better, than in the 
Heart of one who is nothing when not yours. 
| (Giving the Dagger, 

Lady Tuach. Thou can'ſt deccive every Body. 
Nay thou haſt deecivid me; but tis as I would wiſh, — 
Truſty Villain i I could worſhip thee—— 

Mask, No more. It wants but a few Minutes of 
the time; and Mellefont's Love will carry him there be- 

fore his Hour. 
Lady Touch. I go, I fly, incomparable Mas well! 


SCENE XVIII. 
Mazkwell, Cynthia, Lord Touchwood. 
Mazkwell 
n 


hope Cynthia and my Chaplain will be ready, I'll pre- 
pare for the Expedition, : 


— _ 


SCENE XIX. 


Cynthia, and Lord Touchwood. 
Cynthia. 


O W, my Lord? 
N Lord Touch, Aſtoniſhment binds up my Rage 


Villany upon Villany ! Heav'ns, what a long Track of 
dark Deceit has this diſcover'd ! I am confounded when 
] look back, and want a Clue to guide me through the 
various Mazes of unheard-of Treachery. My Wife! 
Damnation Hell! wh; 


MO Cyn. 


— 
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Cyn. My Lord, have Patience, and be ſenſible how 


great our Happineſs is, that this Diſcovery was not 


made too late. 

Lord Touch. I thank you; yet it may be ſtill too late, 
if we don't preſently prevent the Execution of his Plots; 
Ha! I'll do't. Where's Mellefont, my poor in- 
jur'd Nephew, How ſhall I make him ample Sa- 
tis faction? 

Cyn. I dare anſwer for him. 

Lord Touch. I do him freſh Wrong to queſtion his 
Forgiveneſs ; for I know him to be all Goodneſs, — 
Yet my Wife ! Damn her, Shell think to meet 
him in that Dreſſing Room; Was't not ſo ? 
And Maskwell will expect you in the Chaplain's Cham- 
ber. For once, I'll add my Plot too, let us 
haſte to find our, and inform my Nephew ; and do you, 
quickly as you can, bring all the Company into this Gal- 
lery. Ill expoſe the Strumper, and the Villain. 


SCENE XX. 


Lord Froth, and Sir Paul Plyant. 
Lord Froth, 


Clock is'r? Paſt Eight, on my Conſcience: My 
ys is the moſt inviting Couch; and a Slumber 
there, is the prittieſt Amuſement! But where's all che 
Company? 
Sir P. The Company, gads-bud, I don't know, my 
Lord, but here's the ſtrangeſt Revolution, all turn d 
topſie turvy; as I hope for Providence. 
Lord Froth. O Heavens, what's the matter Where's 


B Y Heav*ns I have ſlept an Age—— Sir Paul, what a 
Lad 


my Wife? 


Sir P. All curn'd topſie turvy, as ſure as a Gun. 
Lord Froth, How do you mean? My Wife! 
Sir P. The ſtrangeſt Poſtare of Aſſays! 


—— 


— — 
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Lord Froth. What, my Wife? 

Sir P. No, no, I mean the Family, Your La- 
dy's Affairs may be in a very good Poſture; I ſaw her 
go into the Garden with Mr. Brisk. 

Lord Froth. How ? where? when ? what to do? 

Sir P. I ſuppoſe they have been laying their Heads 
together. 

Lord Froth. How ? 

Sir P. Nay, only about Poetry, I ſuppoſe, my Lord; 
making Couplets. ; 
Lord Froth. Couplers ! 

Sir P. O, here they come. 


— 


SCENE XXL. 
(To them) Lady Froth, Brisk. 
Brisk, 


Y Lord, your humble Servant; Sir Paul yours, — 
M the fineſt Night! 
Lady Froth, My Dear, Mr, Brick and I have been 
Star-gazing, I don't know how _ 
Sir P. Does it not tire your Ladyſhip? are not you 
weary with looking up? | 
Lady Froch. Oh, no, I love it violently, —— My 
Dear, you're melancholly. | : 
Lord Freth. O, No, my Dear; I'm but juſt awake, — 
Lady Froth. Snuff ſome of my Spirit of Hartshorn. 
Lord Froth. I've ſome of my own, thank you, my 
Dear. | 
Lady Froth. Well I ſwear Mr. Brisk, you underſtood 
Aſtronomy like an old Egyptian. | 
Brist. Not comparably to your Ladyſhip; you are 
the very Cynthia of the Skies, and Queen of Stars. | 
Lady Froth, That's becauſe I have no Light, but 


what's by Reflection from you, who are the Sun. 
Brisk, 
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Brick. Madam, you have Eclips d me quite, let me pe- 
riſuj. l can't anſwer that. 
Lady Froth. No matter. Harkye, ſhall you 
and I make an Almanack together? ; 
Brisk. With all my Soul, Four —_— has 
made me the Man in't already, I'm ſo of the 
Wounds which you have given. 
Lady Froth. O finely taken! I ſwear now you are even 
wich me. O Parnaſſus ! you have an infinite deal of Wit. 
Sir P, So he has, Gads-bud, and ſo has your Lady- 


ſhip. 


3 


— 
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SCENE XXII 
(To them) Lady Plyant, Careleſs, Cynthia, 
Lady Plyant. 


OV tell me moſt ſurprizing things 3 bleſs me, wo 
Y would evet uſd Man? O my Heart akes for 
fear they ſhould be all deceirful alike. 

Care, You nead nor fear, Madam; you have Charms 
to fix Inconſtancy it ſelf. | 

Lady P. O dear, you make me bluſh, 

Lord Froth. Come, my Dear, ſhall we take leave of 
my Lord and Lady? 

Cyx. They'll wait upon your Look y"—_— 


Lady Froth. Mr, Brisk, my Coach you down, 
All. What's the matter? a | * 
(of great Shrick from the Corner of the Stages 
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(To them) Lady Fouchwood runs out affrighted, my Lord 
after her, like a Parſon. 


Lady Touchwood, 


I'm betray d. Save me, help me! 
O Lord Touch. Now, what Evaſion, Strumpet? 
Lady Touch, Stand off, let me go. 
Lord Touch. Go, and thy own Infamy purſue thee. 
You ſtare as you were all amazed, don't 
wonder at it, but too ſoon you'll know mine and 


that Woman's Shame, 


— 
— — 
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— 
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S C ENE The Laſt. 


Lord Touchwood, Lord Froth, Lady Froth, Lady Ply- 
ant, Sir Paul Plyant, Cynthia, Mellefont, Maskwell ; r 
Melle font diſguiſed in a Parſows Habit and pulling in 
Mask well. | 


— 
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Mellafont, 


AY, by Heav'n you ſhall be ſeeth, —— Careleſs, 
N your Hand : Do you hold down your 
Head? Yes, Il am your Chaplain: Iook in the Face of 
yoſr injur'd Friend; thou Wonder of all Falſhood. 
Lord Touch. Are you filent, Monſter ? | 
Mell. Good Heay'ns! How I believ'd and lov'd this 


_ Take him hence for he's a Diſcaſe to my 
Sight. . 
Lord Touch. Secure that manifold Villain. 


(Servants ſeize him. 
Care. Miracle of Ingratitude! 
Lrisk, This is all very ſurprizingy let me periſh, 
2 ! 
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Lady Froth. You know I told you Saturn look d a lit- 
tlemore angry than uſyal. 

Lord Touch. Weill think of Puniſhment at Leiſure, 
bur let me haſten to do Juſtice, in phew, I Virtue and 
wrong'd Innocence. N, I hope I have 
your Pardon „and Cynthia | 
Mell. Weare your Lordſhip! 's Creatures | 

Lord Touch. And be each others Comfort; _— Lee 
me 9 your Hands: Unwearied Nights, and 
wiſhing Days attend bu both; mutual Love, laſting 
Health and circling Joys, tread round cach nappy Year 
of your long Lives. 


Let ſecret Villany from hence bexwarn'd d 
Howe'er in private Miſchiefs are conceiv'd, 
Torture and Shame aatend their open Birth ; ; 
Like Vipers in the Womb, baſe Treachery lies, 
Still gnawing that, where firſt it did ariſe 3 
No ſooner born but the vile Parent dies. 
— Omnes 


FITINXT I 


EPI- 


_= Spoken by Mrs. Mountford. 


od Poets but foreſee how Plays would take, 
by Then they could tell what Epilogues to make 3 
Whether to thank or blame their Audience moſt : 
But that late Knowledge does much Hazard coſt : 
Till Dice are thrown, there's nothing won, nor loſt, 
So till the Thief has ſtoll'n, he cannot know 
Whether he ſhall eſcape the Law, or no. 
But Pocts run much greater Hazards far, 
Than they who ſtand their Tryals at the Barr; 
The Law provides a Curb for it's own Fury, 
And ſuffers Judges to direct the Jury. 
But in this Court, what Diff rence does appear ! 
For every one's both Judge and Jury here 3 
Nay, and what's worſe, an Executioner. 
All have a Right and Title to ſome Part, 
Each chuſint that in which he has moſt Art. 
The dreadful Men of Learning all confound, 
Unleſs the Fable's good, and Moral found, 
The Vizor- Masks, that are in Pit and Gallery, 
Approve, or damn, the Repartee and Raillery. 
The Lady Criticks, who are better read, 
E _ if Characters are nicely bred ; 
If the ſoft Things are penn d and ſpoke with Grace : 
The judge of Action too, and Time, and place; 
In which we do not doubt but they re diſcerning, 
For that's a kind of Aſſignation Learning. 
Beaus judge of Dreſs ; the Witlings judge of Songs 
Thy Guckoldom, of Ancient Right, to Ciss belongs. 
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Poor Poats thus the — a 

Even to make Exceptions, they're 

"Tis hard that they muſt ev ry one — 

Methinks I ſee ſome Faces in the Pit, 

Which of Conſequence be Foes to Wit. 

You who can Judge, to Sentence may proceed 3 

But tho he cannot Write, let him be freed : 
At leaſt from their Contempt, who cannot Read, 
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